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“T make sure I'll be satisfied — 
I always buy a BRAND 
that’s made a NAME for itself!” 


FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 






J. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 


wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 


2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend efficiently on proved value. Brand Names 


save time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, ete. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections, 


Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4, GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to-date products, 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things, 


Advertisers in this magazine are good names to know. 
They re proud of their brands ’cause they satisfy so! 


T bought it/ ; 





Df MANUFACTURER DEALER CUSTOMER 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. ¢ 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16,N.Y, oc 























MAKE 15° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 





be Se ee AA BIG STEADY INCOME 
om” IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 
VES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
——_ sineiasiina WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 
ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students ated Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 F 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L37 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 








NAME 
POST GRADUATE HOSEITA SCHOOL OF NURSING { vores 
17L37 Audiforium Bldg:;Chicago 5, Ill. 
ijgmeneesi.. CITY. ZONE____STATE. 








Yalta eer 






















































advise other women 
to use TAMPAX ? 


Friends lose their reticence and speak 
it with force and conviction about 
lfampax® internal sanitary protection. 
Office workers buttonhole each other; 
housewives share confidences. Because 
[Tampax deals with a universal feminine 
roblem, women seem to feel they are 
:lmost traitors to their own sex if they 
fail to stress the benefits of Tampax. 
1id one woman: “I'd tell a friend about 
t just as I'd tell a savage electric lights 
e better than oil lamps.” 
What are the features of Tampax that 
enerate such enthusiasm? Complete 
comfort. Invisible when in place. No 
No chafing. No irritation. Does 
y with cumbersome belts, pins, pads. 
disposal problems. No carrying prob- 
lems. No tub or shower problems. 
In fact, in every way Tampax is nicer, 
intier, more convenient. Choose from 
} absorbency-sizes (Regular, Super, Jun- | 
wherever drug products are sold. 
lampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 





Invented by a doctor— 


Wouldnt you 
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This Can Be You Making *°65 
Or More In Spare Hours 


e Yes, you can make $65 or more in your spare time. And you can do it easily as the Lucky Heart Cosmetic 
Representative in your neighborhood... welcomed and respected everywhere. Thousands of men and women 
are now making $50 to $250 regularly. You can do it, too...regardless of age or previous experience. 
Lucky Heart shows you how—helps you to get big money and a better way of life for you and your family. 


it's easy...this Lucky Heart way. As a Lucky Heart Repre- store! This unbeatable combination is a sure way for you to 





sentative, just call on friends, relatives, neighbors...people 
you know and like. They already know about nationally 
advertised Lucky Heart Cosmetics. So all you have to do is 
show and demonstrate. First orders lead to big repeat orders 
...coming in to you all year round. 


You can't lose. You start with nationally advertised quality 
cosmetics at sensible prices. Then you add personal service 
and personal advice in the comfort and convenience of the 
customers’ homes. That’s something they can’t buy in any 


FREL/ 


DISPLAY CASE 
OFFER 


lucky Heart Representatives 
receive this fashionably 
smart, full-sized Cosmetic 
Display Case, completely 
filled with full-sized Cos- 
metics, product samples 
and demonstrators. i 





have big money ...and a better way of life for you and yours. 


Decide now. Get the facts you'll want to have about the big 
money, the better future that awaits you when you become a 
welcome and respected Lucky Heart Representative. Just fill 
in and mail the coupon below today. We'll send you full 
information promptly—no charge or obligation. 


“Lucky Meet... 


DEPT. 2C, MEMPHIS, TENN. 


LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2C 

400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 

Yes! | am interested in more money and a better way of life. Without 
cost or obligation rush full details and FREE Display Case Offer! 


NAME 





ADDRESS 
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ADD 10 YOUR PERSONALITY AND oud. GLAMOUR 


All in Clear White or Green Glass— FIREE Case with Every Order 
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MISS $495 “il ; <a . 
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No. 307 $495 
KING BOP 


No. 405 
DAISY DREAM 
SET 
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$595 
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HERMAN OPTICALCO. <2" 
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HERMAN OPTICAL CO., 2C Beaver Street, Newark 2, M. J. 





2C BEAVER STREET, 
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money with order. = 


10 DAY FREE Trial 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 











EDITOR 


FRANKIE’S FANS 


Every member of our fan club enjoyed read- 
ing “I’m Too Young For Girls” by Frankie 
Lymon. We would sincerely like to thank you 
for this wonderful story and say that we'd like 
to see more stories of our young singing groups 
in future issues. These stories set an example 
for young people everywhere. 

The Royal Teen-Agers 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


In the December issue of TAN I read that 
Frankie Lymon and his Teen-Agers are going 
to England for six weeks of concerts, radio and 
television. I’m speaking for all of their fans in 
my neighborhood when I say we would love to 
read about their tour in your magazine. Keep 
those wonderful stories coming! 

Yvonne Johnson 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


| just completed reading your November is- 
sue of TAN and I enjoyed it very much. | 
particularly enjoyed “I’m Too Young For Girls” 
by Frankie Lymon. Although I’m a teen-ager, 
I can’t understand the attitude girls take to- 
ward not only the Teen-Agers but other male 
stars. It would be nice if all boys and girls 
would think of their education first and love 
later. 
Florine Dean 
Kansas City, Mo. 


EAGER READER 


| think your November issue of TAN is the 

greatest. I liked all of the great stories, es- 

pecially “Stag Party Girl” and “The Wrong 

Side Of The Tracks.” So hurry and get the 
next issue rolling because I am waiting. 

Mrs. Ethel L. Hammonds 

Detroit, Mich. 


BACKS BILLY 


Billy Ward’s article “I’m A Bachelor And 
Don’t Like It,” is among the finest ever written 
about marriage. I must commend him for hold- 
ing his standards high. He is among the few 
who think of marriage as a sacred institution. 

Barbara Greene 
Greensboro, N. C. 


ALAS, IT’S TRUE 


First, let me say thanks for a fine magazine 
like TAN. It is real gone. Most of all, I enjoyed 
reading “You Can’t Buy Love.” Gee! No truer 
words were ever written. | read the whole book 
for December inside of four hours. 

Henrietta W. Ware 
North Birmingham, Ala. 





cal 
giv 


it é 


———_ ee 
| Se 


ad- 
kie 


ike 


NEGRO MEN 


Dear Editor: 

I have just finished reading “What’s Wrong 
With Negro Men?” by Charlotte Evans, your 
January issue. It seems, first of all, a rank 
injustice to condemn an entire group, when 
it is not /ikely that one person’s experience 
would include enough relationships to express 
an opinion about such a large group. Secondly, 
she has given us the same old business that 
“men are not considerate enough,” with slight- 
ly different window dressing. 

There are, of course, varying degrees of 
“consideration” in men, but | don’t believe 
this could be categorized by race—some white 
men are probably just as crude as you could 
find anywhere (witness the constant lament 
of our white sisters, and their “search for 
something”). Perhaps Mrs. Evans could be 
kind enough to judge her men as individuals, 
not as a group, and instead of the question, 
“what’s wrong with men, or Negro men, or any 
kind of men?” she could ask, “What’s wrong 
with men and women’s understanding of each 
other?” 

She recognizes, of course, that men and 
women are different (for which happy arrange- 
ment, thank goodness). It just seems that 
women place a greater emphasis on tenderness, 
consideration, the spiritual side, greater show 
of personal interest, etc. in an intimate rela- 
tionship. Men, it seems, place the greatest 
emphasis on the physical side of the relation- 
ship, the actual animal pleasure. So there 
must be a meeting of the minds—compromise, 
mustn’t there, Mrs. Evans? That’s why they 
use the word “adjustment.” We as women 
can make of life a confused and frustrated 
battleground where we are not understood or 
given consideration, or we can grow up and 
meet life, and men, half way. Would you have 
it any different, Mrs. Evans? 


Dorian Field 
Chicago, Il. 


| am a constant reader of TAN and up to 
this time thought it an ideal magazine. How- 
ever, in the January 57 edition, I came across 
an article entitled, “The Trouble With Ne- 
gro Men.” I don’t like to criticize, sir, and I 
don’t know if you are a drinking man, but 
evidently you were drunk when you published 
the article. And Mrs. Evans, who wrote the 
story, should have her head stuffed in a sack 
in the event her brains explode (if she has 


any left). I never considered myself as any 
greater lover than any other man, but I 


haven’t had any complaints. 
A/lc Flemon A. Rand 
APO, New York, N. Y. 


To: Charlotte Evans. 

I read in TAN your story “The Trouble 
With Negro Men.” If you prefer white men 
to Negro men, then good for you. Just remem- 
ber your opinion of Negro men does not de- 
termine the way most women feel about them. 
Cases such as yours are very rare. 

Mrs. T. L. J. 


Orangeburg, N. Y. 


I don’t know just what Mrs. Charlotte Evans 
tried to accomplish in her article, “The 
Trouble With Negro Men.” But it’s obvious 
she was either trying to give her relatives and 
friends an excuse for marrying a white man, 
or like others, she thinks public acknowledg- 
ment by a white man is a badge of honor. As 
she told her story, she almost found fault with 
her own actions but never the white man’s. 
Through it all, because of her inferiority com- 
plex, she blamed the Negro male. 

A Negro Man 
Chicago, II]. 


I have just finished reading the article “The 
Trouble With Negro Men” and must come to 
their assistance. I am a Negro, that is in 
part. I understand I have more white than 
Negro blood within my veins. But getting to 
the point, if our Negro men seem arrogant, 
selfish, etc., perhaps it is because the Negro 
woman, who is very independent, has made 
him feel that way. So perhaps if we as a 
race took a little more time to teach our men 
how to love, every one could be happy. You 
know the old saying that we fight what we 
fear? I do not fear my Negro man, and | 
have had the opportunity to have most any 
type of white man I prefer. But I'll stick to 
my Negro man! 

J.S.M. 


Evanston, III. 


TAN FAN CLUB 


I have read the December TAN from cover 
to cover and loved every bit of it. But I’ve 
never enjoyed a story as much as “I Didn’t 
Know About Girls.” I hated to see the end 
come. It was nothing less than TERRIFIC. 

A Fan 
Mrs. Ada Carrell 
Leavenworth, Kans. 


| have no complaints against your magazine 
because I think it is great. I am a marine, 
stationed in Hawaii. We are in the field most 
of the time and I need something to keep me 
going, so I read TAN. I dig your Pen Pal 
page, Poetry Of Love and Dearly Beloved. | 
can’t forget those crazy stories you have. I can 
go on and on talking about that magazine you 
have, but I have to close and finish these last 
stories. 
Leonard A. McDaniels 
APO San Francisco, Calif. 








yo,’ Easier, surer protection for your most intimate marriage problem 





















NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by decters 
Trusted by wemen 


to use. Just insert—no 


Mail this coupon today 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 


1. Antiseptic (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new 
formula combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new 
base melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing odors, 
yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 


AHNICS 





3. Convenient (Se easy to use) 
Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 


apparatus, no mixing or measuring. 


They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist 
has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


= mail this coupon to: Dept. T-73 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 








Name. 
(pLease print) 
Street. 
City. Zone 






















I’ve become interested in writing pen pals. 
I’ve written to quite a few but haven’t received 


one reply in over four months! So will you 
please print my name and address so that those 
who are interested in pen pals will write to a 
very lonely girl. I shall answer all letters and 
will be forever grateful to you. 

Maria Middleton 


General Delivery 
Kilgore, Tex. 


| am interested in corresponding with rock 

‘n’ roll fans everywhere and would like to be 

listed on your Pen Pal page. I am 19 years of 

age, 5'6” tall, with brown complexion and black 

hair. At present I am stationed in Germany. 

Will answer all letters and exchange photos on 
request 

Pfc. Lestly Jordan 

Hq./Sv. Co. 36 A.1.B. 

3rd Armored Division 

A.P.O. 39, New York, N. Y. 


Will you please print my request for pen 
pals. | am a new TAN reader who wishes to 
make new friends. I am a young man of 31 
who would like very much to correspond with 
young women between the ages of 20-28. I like 
all good sports but I can’t dance. I am 5/8” tall 
and weigh 165 lbs. I’ll gladly exchange photos 
and answer all mail. 

George Hicks 
902 E. Chase St. 
Baltimore 2, Md. 


[ am writing concerning your Pen Pal Club. 
I would like to join for I am a lonely GI in 
Korea and mail is a big morale booster. I 
know you have a lot of fans ahead of me, but I 


wonder if I could have a little priority by being 

in Korea. | am a former student of Ft. Valley 

State College and Morehouse College. I will 
answer all letters and also exchange photos. 

Pvt. Douglas L. Paschal 

U.S. 53269582 

Medical Co., 21st Inf. 

A.P.O. 24 


San Francisco, Calif. 


[ am very interested in having some pen pals 
in the States and am writing to TAN for this 
specific purpose. I am a married man with a 
family and a teacher by profession (physical 
education). I am mainly interested in setting 
up a correspondence with baseball and softball 
fans or players, but would also welcome letters 


from persons interested in other spheres of life, 
such as stamp collecting, exchanging maga- 
zines and newspapers, collecting postcards de- 


picting places of historical and other general 

interest and body building. All letters will be 

promptly answered and sent by air mail. I shall 

be looking forward eagerly for the first few 
letters 

Mohammed Agherdien 

64, Frere St. 

South End, Port Elizabeth 

South Africa 


| have been reading TAN every month since 
it came out. I would like very much for you to 
print my letter in your Pen Pal page. I would 
like to correspond with men in the service and 
out between the ages of 23 and 30. I am 20 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


years old, weigh 110 lbs. and am 5/114” tall. 
Have black hair, brown eyes, brownskin; am 
considered very attractive. I will answer all 
letters and also will exchange photos. So to 
any boy who has time on his hands and wants 
to write to a nice girl, start the letters coming. 
Elsie Clarke 

3401 N. 18th St. 

Philadelphia 40, Pa. 


I’m a reader of TAN and would like very 
much to become a member of your Pen Pal 
club. So please print my letter. I would like 
to hear from girls and boys between the ages 
of 21 and 29, white or Negro, from any part of 
the globe. Just write; I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. I am 28 years old, 
5/111%4"”, 170 lbs., with light brown skin, brown 
eyes, black curly hair—very nice looking. I 
love sports, dancing, reading and music and 


love to work. 
Frank Harper Williams 
2907 Reed Lane 
Dallas 15, Texas 


I am a regular subscriber to TAN and think 
it’s most wonderful. I am from Jamaica, B.W.I., 
and would like to make new friends in your 
blessed country. I’ve been here for only a year. 
I am 25, 5'6”, single and of light brown com- 
plexion, and weigh 160 lbs. My hobbies are 
reading, baseball, boxing and all outdoor 
sports. I also love dancing. I’d like to hear 
from single girls between the ages of 18-23 
from all over the U.S. and Canada. I promise 
to answer all letters and exchange photos 
promptly. So, girls, please hurry up and write 
—the more the merrier. 

Phillip Wallace 


Scotland Road 
Windsor, Conn. 


For many, many months I’ve been a reader 
of your terrific magazine. I am a college stu- 
dent and though I don’t have much free time, 
I always find time to glance at your Pen Pal 
section. I am 20 years of age, 5’5” tall and 
weigh 130 lbs. I am of dark brown complexion 
and have black eyes and black hair. I am in- 
terested in most sports and speak Spanish. I 
would like very much to write to young men 
and women in Cuba, Puerto Rico and mainly, 
the U.S.A.—between the ages of 20-25. Every 


letter will be answered. 
Marjorie Muller 
27-46 Curtis Street 
East Elmhurst 69, N. Y. 


I would like to be on your Pen Pal list. I do 
not have any photos of myself right now, but 
when I get some I will send them right away. 
I am 18 years old, 5 feet tall, 114 lbs., brown 
hair, 34-22-35 measurements. I love dancing, 
skating, writing, football. So please include my 
name in your Pen Pal club. 

Joan Winthersa 
23 Moore Ave. 
Haddonfield, N. J. 


I write to you in the hope you can arrange 
a pen pal for me. I would like to be told 
many things about the United States and so 
made up my mind to get a pen friend in the 
States. I am a 17-year-old boy. I collect coins 


and picture postcards. I would not mind 
whether my pen friends are boys or girls, but 
| would prefer colored. Many thanks for pub- 


lishing my wish. 
Michael Strohmayer 
Denkendorf, Esslingen 
Silcherstr. 18 
Deutschland, Germany 


I’m writing a few lines concerning the Pen 
Pals column. I’m a faithful reader of TAN 
and I would appreciate it very much if I could 
become a pen pal. I’m a young man of 31 and 
would like to hear from girls between the ages 
of 22 and 31. I’m a little handicapped but I 
never worry about that part; I’m looking for- 
ward to the future. My hobbies are writing, 
reading, playing records and going to church. 
Please mention that all letters will be answered. 

C. Torrence Jr. 
1420 Second St., S.E. 
Canton, Ohio 


I am a faithful member of your fabulous 
TAN magazine and would like to become a 
member of your Pen Pal page. I am interested 
in corresponding with nice gentlemen all over 
the U.S.A. I am in my late teens, just out of 
high school. My interests include letter writing, 
playing the piano, ironing, cooking, designing, 
dancing, playing golf and all types of active 
sports. All correspondence will be answered 
promptly and I'll gladly exchange photos. 

runella F. Green 
Route 1, #5 
Meridian, Okla. 


I am a lonely airman on Labrador and would 
like very much to correspond with some nice 
young ladies between the ages of 16 and 22. I 
am 21, single, 6 feet tall, weigh 160 lbs. and 
have black hair and brown eyes. I will answer 
all letters received and gladly exchange photos. 

A/2c Richard L. Jackson 
A. F. 16483222 

6606 Fd. Serron 

A.P.O. 677 

New York, N. Y. 


I have been a regular reader of TAN for the 
past six years and am asking if you can include 
my name and address in the Pen Pal section. 
I am lonely. I would like to correspond with 
girls living in the United States, between the 
ages of 18-22. I love sports, music, and movies. 
I am employed at a hospital. I am 20 years of 
age, 5’8”, medium brown complexion. 

David U. Marshall 

22 Belmont Circular Rd. 
mont 

Port-of-Spain 

Trinidad, B.W.I. 


I am a faithful reader of TAN and would 
like very much to ome a member of your 
Pen Pal club. I am Negro. I am 27 years of 
age and have light brown complexion, black 
hair, dark brown eyes. I am 5/11” and weigh 
172 lb. My hobbies are football, boxing and all 
kinds of music. I would like to correspond 
with girls between the ages of 22-30. I am 
willing to exchange photos. 

Johnny Lewis 


422 W. LaClede Ave. 
Youngstown, Ohio 
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IKE MOST lucky girls who are en- 

gaged, you are probably floating on 
a pink-clouded paradise, happily con- 
vinced that love alone makes the world 
go around. But besides plenty of love, 
kisses and undying devotion, there are 
also a few rules and regulations to guide 
the gal with her head in the clouds and 
her eye on the altar. 

Officially, (assuming that your fiance 
is also informed) news of the engage- 
ment should come from the parents or 
immediate -family of the bride-to-be. 
Relatives and friends will want to hear 
the details first, of course, before the an- 
nouncement is published in the newspa- 
per. A telephone call or a personal card 
(try to avoid typing, please) is a pleas- 
ing and effective way to share your good 
news. Another pleasant way to announce 
an engagement is by a party, usually 
given by the family or friends of the 
fiancee. At this time the engagement 
ting is worn for the “first” time and the 
fiance, if he is not known, is introduced 
to the friends of the bride-to-be. Cham- 
pagne is a favorite drink for toasting the 
event but the party need not be large nor 
daborate. No gifts are exchanged, only 
“best wishes” to the couple. 

To avoid confusion and error, never 
telephone an engagement announcement 
to the newspaper. Type or print clearly 
the essential information which should 
inlude the name of your parents (or 
relative who “officially” makes the an- 
nouncement), your present occupation 
(student, secretary, etc.), educational 
background and the date and place of 
the wedding ceremony. The newspaper 
vill also want the same background facts 
on your fiance. 

Since many papers have space to print 
oly one picture, you must choose either 
your engagement portrait or the wedding 
photograph. Always print your name 


by Audrey Delle 


and address with a phone number (with 
a light pencil) on the back of the picture 
in case it becomes separated from the 
other engagement announcements. Also, 
if the announcement is sent to competing 
newspapers, avoid sending the same 
pose. An 8 inch-by-10 inch glossy photo- 
graph is the standard type required by 
most publications. 

During the engagement period, espe- 
cially if it is a long one, many couples 
seem to lose contact with their “single” 
friends. Because of many future plans 
which the engaged couple must make at 
this time, it is difficult to avoid this self- 
isolation. A certain amount of together- 
ness is natural and necessary but a 
couple who forsakes all family ties and 
friendship is laying the foundation for 
an unhealthy and unrealistic future. Love 
blooms best in a social climate. 

Much may be said about conduct of 
the engaged pair. For engaged people 
of all ages, society expects some sort of 
chaperonage, even if it is only for ap- 
pearance’s sake. The couple may spend 
long days and evenings together alone 
but should not go off for a week end or 
overnight unless chaperoned by an older 
relative or even a married couple. It is 
permissible to travel overnight on a train 
as long as the accommodations are not 
too close (such as upper or lower berths 
or adjoining rooms). 

All the world loves a lover? Perhaps, 
but try to keep the love-making down 
to a restrained minimum in _ public. 
Hand-holding and spontaneous embraces 
are normal but couples who punctuate 
each sentence with a kiss only embarrass 
those around them. Last, but not least, 
remember that an engagement is not a 
binding contract. It is only a “trial” 
period which should end whenever one 
of the couple no longer feels love, trust 
or devotion toward the other. 
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—_- that 
firs A your 
curves! Exquisite wine races 
from plunge neck to hem in Bi 
diagonal, lap-over desian that 
undulates with you in a rest- 
less ood of motion! Barest s 

sccontust 


: ng str 
Sizes 10 to 20........ oe 
222131 CLINGING V' 
helty of an original — for 
$s most 
star, this stunning sheath - 
wool 


curve-cling! 
skin tight from top to 
Daringly reveals 








MAGIC TOUCH 
tiem into this slinky sheath, a 
and enjoy the magic touch of 
figure Hatter allure! roa 
lous 2-t creates ut 
terly exciting slimness 


with 
Light front panel enclosed by owe 
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POETRY | 


Laconic Reasoning 


Some say you'll break my heart to 
bits 

And whisper pretty lies, 

They swear for sure there’s 


perfidy 
And fox fire in your eyes. . . 


They warn I should forget you, 
Your pathway follows sun 

Where dreams with newer driftings 
And love and stars are one . . . 





But how could there be wisdom 

In letting my head rule 

If forever and forever 

My heart would whisper, “Fool!” 
—Gladys Martin 


Beauty 


Deep-Action Medicated Formula also 
Brings out New Hair Glory with Much 
Longer, Healthier, Richer Appearance 


“It really works!” That’s what more and more people keep telling their 
friends. No wonder millions of jars of Sulfur-8 have been sold, and its fame 
keeps growing every day. There’s just nothing like it! Only Sulfur-8 has that 
great double-action formula that does so much to glorify your hair while 
the advanced scientific medication benefits your scalp. 


A Lover’s Plea 


My dearest darling, kind and wise 
How I miss your lover’s sighs 
And your eyes which gazed on me 
And filled my heart with 











A GORGEOUS 
HEAD OF HAIR 


.--S0 gloriously soft and 
radiant...Revealing its 
true, full natural length! 


It’s thrilling to see what happens 
when you give that light, fragrant 
Sulfur-8 formula a real chance 
to work. Your poor parched hair 
soon begins to look fuller, 
smoother, longer, and feels so soft 
and rich... glowing with that 
deep, healthy-looking lustre. 


Hair Too Short? 


When brittle-dry strands keep 
breaking off and frizzy split ends 
make it look even shorter, that 
marvelous penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula can help you 
redeem the glory of your hair. 








Now at the Drug Store 


YOUR SCALP IS AWAKENED 
See how your scalp thrives on 
Sulfur-8! Notice how soon it is “ac- 
tivated to feel more alive and 
healthy, and how your scalp-trouble 
itching is relieved. 


FIGHTS THOSE BAD GERMS 
Sulfur-8 has great power to com- 
bat certain germs that often aggra- 
vate infections. It also fights off the 
germs that are said to be a cause 
of dandruff. Those ugly dandruff 
scales disappear. 


A SCIENTIFIC ACHIEVEMENT 
Improved Sulfur Works Wonders 


Modern science has 
now brought out the 
very strength of sul- 
fur in a special way 
that does more than © 
ordinary sulfur ever 
could do. Sulfur-8 is 
the first hair and scalp conditioner 
to give it to you! 





New 
Luxury 
Fragrance 





SULFUR-8 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 





New 
Delicate 
Lightness 





rhapsody. 


I deserved your savage scorn 
When I killed our love unborn 
But I was young and immature 
And could not trust it to endure. 


Now everything we did and said 
Lies in memories, cold and dead 
But I would give my soul and life 
For another chance to be your wife. 


—Elizabeth Evans 


Mutiny 


If you really love me, 
Can’t you tell me so; 
Unless you put it into words, 
How am I to know? 


—Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 


Gently, Please 


Dear, handle my heart gently, 
Don’t squeeze it dry of love. 
To keep my heart from breaking, 
Please use your best kid glove! 
—Florance Williams 
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OF LOVE 


The Glory of Nature 
Mother Nature has many ways 
To soothe— 

Calm— 

And refresh her earth. 

Come with me, my beloved, 

Come with me— 

And we shall see 

The wonders of the earth 
together. 

Or shall I say 

You— 

Shall see them, 

For when I look upon you, 

I am blind— 

Utterly, totally blind 

To anything but the sight of you. 


Look! It’s raining! 

Let us run for the shelter 
Of that big tree. 

Hold me closer, my love 
Closer— 

Until my heartbeats 

And your heartbeats 
Crescendo— 

To the sound of falling rain. 


Oh, my love 

Your lips in the rain 

Are far sweeter 

Than any nectar or ambrosia 
That the Gods may sip 

For their pleasure. 


See how the flowers lift their 
heads? 

How green the foliage 

How dazzling the raindrops 

Shine on the new-grown grass. 

And like nature’s children 

My wonderful one, 

I am refreshed 

And revived— 

By your kiss 

As the parched earth is refreshed 

By the soothing shower 

Of falling rain. 

But, if Nature should desert her 
children 

The flowers, the grass, the 
foliage, the trees, 

They would perish, as I would 
perish 

Without you. 

—Rosemarye Washington 











Isn't it good to know 
you're using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
inthe BLUE SEAL package. 




















When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 

it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in wntited 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean Py im: jis > a 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely ol eT 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t | Seo 


recommend it! 


Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. LV | . 

See how much smoother it is. That’s because ase Ine 
it’s completely free of impurities. No m “HITE perroceum JEL! 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. : wire 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 





Reader's Digest calis it “The Wonder Jelly!" 


VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 
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Here’s 50¢ you can save 


during NADINOLA’S HALF-PRICE SALE! 


ou’ve heard about Nadinola 

Bleaching Cream for years. 
Probably you plan soon to try this 
famous aid to a lighter, brighter, 
lovelier skin. 


Well, now’s the time to act, be- 
cause now you can get a FULL DOL- 
LAR SIZE jar of Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream for just HALF A 
DOLLAR! 


That’s right. This is a special 30- 
day HALF PRICE SALE to introduce 
Nadinola Deluxe to new users. 


Is your complexion dark and dull? 
Nadinola will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion 


lighter, brighter and lovelier 


heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
Nadinola works within the skin to 
help correct them! Perhaps your 
complexion has become sort of tired 
and old looking. Nadinola will give 
it new freshness, make it look years 
younger. And Nadinola works so 
fast that these wonderful results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! 


You can get Nadinola’s remark- 
able beauty benefits right now for 
HAF PRIcE at your favorite cos- 
metics counter. So don’t delay— 
buy Nadinola Deluxe Bleaching 
Cream today at HatF Price—a big 
DOLLAR size jar for only Firty 
Cents. Nadinola, Paris, Tennessee. 


DON'T DELAY 
This special Half 
Price Sale 
positively ends 
March 10 











EARLY 


BLED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am engaged to a girl whom | do 
not love, and in love with another girl 
whom I cannot marry. When I met this 
second girl, I tried to explain to my first 
girl friend about her, but she is the type 
who doesn’t allow a person to say two 
words. Consequently, I couldn’t explain. 
So I tried to make her quit me, but 
found out it wouldn’t work and that she 
was loving me more than ever. Eventu- 
ally, we had a talk and I told her how | 
felt. She said it was okay with her. The 
next day her brother called and told me 
she had tried to commit suicide by drink- 
ing iodine. 

We made up in the hospital and 
started going together again. 

Now, I am in the Army and when | 
was home I tried to call things off again, 
but she jumped out of the window and 
is in serious condition in the hospital. 
Her parents and mine say everything is 
all my fault and won’t listen when I ex- 
plain. Can you tell me what I should 
do? 

R.J.B. 

Dear R. J. B. 

It seems as if you have done 
plenty already. It is apparent 
that your girl friend is too un- 
stable a person emotionally to 
be able to stand your dilly 
dallying back and forth be- 
tween one person and another. 
You must accept much of the 
blame for her highly emotion- 
al reactions. Get out of her life 
for good. You owe her that 
much. 
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James Goodrich 


ARRY (SWEETS) EDISON is the 

swinging, easy-sounding trumpeter 
you hear backgrounding Frank Sinatra’s 
vocals on a lot of recordings. Although 
he seldom gets credit on the labels, the 
ex-Count Basie sideman’s presence on 
the Sinatra records is easily identifiable. 
Playing a rhythmic style that sparkles in 
support work, Edison seems to add 
something extra to Sinatra’s always ex- 
cellent singing every time he backs him 
on a side. 

Sinatra evidently appreciates 
Edison does for his recordings, for he 
tries to have the veteran musician play- 
ing on his record sessions whenever he 


what 


can. 
Edison has played fine solos in the 
backgrounds for many of Sinatra’s top 
rated recordings. One of his most artistic 
jobs of backing The Voice was for the 
theme music for Frankie’s recent movie 
about a dope-addicted drummer, The 
Man With The Golden Arm. Edison was 
at his finest on the sound track. 
Currently on juke boxes and disc jock- 
ey shows, Edison can be heard back- 
grounding Sinatra on the crooner’s 
much-played Capitol coupling of Jealous 
Lover and You Forgot All The Words. 


= 


The release is a smash hit on jukes and 
radio. 

When you listen to Edison playing in 
support of an artist like Sinatra, you 
sense that you’re hearing a musician as 
fine as they come in that role. But that’s 
not all the story. Edison not only back- 
grounds with the best, he is also a superb 
soloist. 

Sweets demonstrates his solo talents in 
two Norgran albums he made with drum- 
mer Buddy Rich and his old Count Basie 
associate, tenor sax stylist Lester Young: 
“Buddy and Sweets” and “Pres and 
Sweets.” Down Beat called the second 
package “one of the happiest reunions in 
recent recording history,” while praising 
Edison for his “perfection” on solos. 

Possessed of a highly individual 
sound, Edison plays in the low or middle 
register mostly. “I never reach too 
high,” he says. Musicians call Edison’s 
playing a “pretty” style and Lester 
Young declares: “No one gets that nice 
tone on a horn just the way Sweets 
does.” 

Lester gave Edison his nickname be- 
cause of the easy-to-take way he plays 
trumpet. That was some 20 years ago. 
At that time Ed- ( Continued on Page 82) 


Want to Pass a U. S. 
CIVIL SERVICE TEST? 





Veterans Get 
Preference 






Bee <a 


Start High As $4,080.00 a Year 


Prepare NOW for 1957 Examinations 
Grade School Education Necessary 


City Mail Carriers—Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carriers now get $3,660.00 the first year 
of regular employment and automatically increase $125 
@ year to $4,410.00. Open to Men—Women 18 and up. 
Clerks and Carriers can be promoted to other postal 
positions paying as high as $8,943.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 


Railway Postal Clerks get $3,880.00 the first year of 
regular employment, being paid every two weeks. ($149.23 
each pay day.) Their pay is automatically increased yearly 
to $4,630.00. Advance may be had to General Super- 
intendent at $10,300.00 a year. Men only, 18 and up. 





3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days 


and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when on busi- 
ness. When they grow old, they are retired with a 


pension, 
Many Other Positions 


Many other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
Stenographers-—Typists—Patrol Inspectors—Meat Inspec- 
tors—-etc. Those wishing these positions should qualify 
at once, 

Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
it today—NOW at once. 

Although the Institute is not government controlled, this 
can result in your getting a big paid government job. 
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. D-6!, Rochester 4, N. Y. 

Kush to me, without charge, copy of 36-page book de- 
scribing salaries, hours, work, etc., and partial list of 


U. S. Civil Service big pay jobs. Tell me how to prepare 
for one of these tests. 


NOMO .ccccccccccersocsessesens 
Strect .rcccccccccccsccccssescsccsessesessssessessees oe 


ClEY. vecccccccccccccccccccccccccescecceccs AGB. occcciee 
Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. Write or Print 
Plainly. 
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TO TAN 


TODAY 
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id ? 
Style No. 776 > 


9-17 
10-20 


Style No. 669 


798 


Dress 
Style No. 6091 


9-17 898 


10-20 


20 42-282 9.98 


40-48 





Style No. 669—ARROW NARROW. Designed 
for the perfect fit . . . shining white buttons 
march down tab front. Wide hip pockets 
and cuffed sleeves. Rayon and acetate 
menswear. Turquoise, gold, powder blue, 
grey. 


Style No. 776 — AFTER-FIVE FLATTERER — 
You're the star in his eyes sheathed in the 
loveliness of svelte lines and sweet curves. 
Sophisticated satin-backed rayon and ace- 
tate verdero tapered to a tiny waist and 
slim, slim skirt. Black, navy, turquoise or 
gold. 





Style No. 204— EVENING JEWEL. Precious 
sophisticate with a princess waist and a 
burst of gathers low on each hip. Of rust- 
ling rayon taffeta that whispers magically 
as you dance. Black, navy, peacock, 


kylark Originals 


pes err. 71-03  , Asbury Park, N. J. 
Duster Oo —— ORDER: I ee price or 
7 us 30c to cover postage a ndiling- 

TWILIGHT SERENADE. The smooth -curved pote Ae ty 


Style No. 6092 
dress is rayon and acetate thick and thin, Oo .D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 
9-17 Qg fabric by Jamestown, that’s oh, so cool with plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 
I may return garment in 10 days if noc satished. 


10-20 its lovely scoop decolletage. In powder ERS Ses ne ee 
20 14-28% blue, pink or aqua. Add the contrasting =— 
o 8 matchup raj on with the look of linen duster 
40-48 for the perfect ensemble. In white, pink, 
powder blue or aqua. 
Style No. 6091 —Dress Sold 
Style No. 6092—Duster Separately 






































By Margo Hughes 





— SEXY CREATIONS which drape the fabulous Sally Blair are dreamed 
up by Hollywood’s L’Tanya, top sepia designer of the movie colony. L’Tanya 
first molds them on her own sexy figure. 
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Keyboard wizard Phineas Newborn has audiences and critics alike = Nebel ae) @ HAI i=] 


marveling at his latest feat. He plays a complete medley of familiar : 
tunes with his left hand only—flying up and down the keyboard, Just es You Desire / 
making as many sounds with one hand as most piano players using with the Amazing Permanent Wave 








Rochester 


Don Newcombe 


A local radio station 
honored W. C. Handy on 
his 83rd birthday by de- 
voting 90 minutes to dif- 
ferent interpretations of 
his best known composi- 
tion, The St. Louis Blues. 
There are over 800 known 
recordings of the tune. 


Those who re- 
member Andy 
Kirk and his 
Clouds of Joy will 
be happy to hear 
he’s recorded a 
new LP album, A 
Mellow Bit of 
Rhythm. Andy 
was musical su- 
pervisor behind 
the rock and roll 
comedy Rockin’ 
The Blues. 


(Continued on Page 59) 


Phineas Newborn 


Joe Louis 


Babs Gonzales 








that Straightens as It Curls! 


any hair style you prefer 
...is yours! 

With this amazing LOVETTE 
Permanent Wave you get natural 
looking soft curls that are manageable. 

The secret? 


LOVETTE straightens as it curls! 


With LOVETTE you can 
say “Goodbye” to hot 
combs, painful burns, 
greasy creams and 
lacquers. 

No more clogged, 
unhealthy 

scalp pores... 

You'll have natural, 
healthy hair growth. 


Your LOVETTE wave will 


Complete Kit last for months! 


of LOVETTE includes 


A Kit of 60 Patented Curlers 
Regularly $4.95 
(Can be used over and over again) 


B Refill Kit Regularly $2.25 
(All necessary moterials ex- 
cept curlers $ 


Special Combination Offer 


YOU'LL LOVE YOUR LOVETTE. ORDER TODAY 
To LOVETTE CO., Dept. T 1 
181 East 6th St., St. Paul 1, Minnesota 
Complete Combination Kit (A&B). .$5.00 [) 
Refill Kit (B). ...$2.25 2 

SEND MONEY ORDER WITH COUPON 

Kits sent prepaid if money sent with order 
otherwise C.O.D. and Postage charge extra. 
Name 
Address 
City State. 
BEAUTICIAN AND DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 
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PR LUES-SINGER- Boiinie Blake quietly 
suryeyed the altar at London’s Clax- 
ton Haji while her mind’s eye. wandered. 


into. the future. Soon, ney, she would crackaup depositing her i in 1 a hospital bed’ love” ie nev 


ve ti 


ve happily mirried and Snake real her, 
dreams of a hiashand sitting in, his dress. 
ing gown, book i In hand, spt g way. ai * 


s pipe. But the bright futw' “flicker < 
unead in the dim pr esept, fact that” 


ynnie’s: husband-to-he had Prot’ artived. ” 
Te snsion mounted. Minutes ‘Bicked-away. 
Wedding guests tosged anixickasggiattees” 
toward the door, hopefmiy anticipating 
the entry of. ‘28-year-old entertainer 
David A. Johnson-Stowe. For soon he 
would break the suspense and claim his 
bride-eleet. 

But Stowe “was-elsewhere claiming his 
eat at locab theater production of the 
musical Pajamél= =Gaime,.. and. planning 


in evening ‘Wate With 4 “feingle ‘dancer. 


friend. This appagently wae pait of his 
remedy for an ailment’commoirto many 
an about-to-be married male: Stricken 
with cold-feet-itis, he had jilted his” 
mely, 20-year-old fiancee. 
lo a happy-go-lucky bachelor the 












break was simply. the end of another 


find-fete-frustrate-and forget "em»-cyele. * 


To. ‘Bonnieshowevér, it Was 2 cataclygmic 


-with<a nerveus ‘Breakdown, aybreken_ 
“heart and’ a hauntin fear of -heing. left” 
* alf alone and ynloved a hostité’ world’ 
of livin te a wretched old age 
~ Boing hes’ grave unlamented.” oe" 
~ Still, hef misery did not surpass “that’s. 


a“ a-popular Washington-schodl tea¢her-..s 


Falting-hard for a young Howard medi- 
cal student, she began dreaming of mar- 
riage and received bounteous encourage- 
ment from the doctor-to-be. He even 
announced they would be married on his 
June graduation day four years hence. 
Meanwhile, he willingly accepted finan- 
cial aid from her when he found his 
medical expenses severely taxing. But 
when graduation day came, the wily doc- 
tor Was out of town, leaving instructions 
with the university to mail his 


“home. Although-the disappointment6e i 


“curred over: 20-years’ 480, the teacher 
has not been known to have a boy friend 
since and even avoids conversation on 


aii theo f 
90 yight . 


“et 


~, A& man finding himself dissatisfied 


the subject o + em- 


barrassment and rem 


“conficlerige “in her abili 
per 
other. of Hed ‘discards, an 


-abeiidgnsd than xiews d with a kind 
if she had 


with her 
s a, “spin- 


-pigsenife. : 
i . mus pe chairs 
en ig “feats to 

a } 

go around an mete wasn’t adept 
in getting there first.’~ 1 qualities, 
We rm an who is clever 
enough to mal ae man think he wants 
her, 4 Ki i 


Theiea : er, shé1 may sit back and 
‘bri: Aer laurels. 
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Every year in almost every 
land, scores of young brides- 
to-be are left waiting at the 


altar. Here’s a closeup look 


at why some girls get jilted 


their less worthy sisters are ushered 
down the middle aisle. 

Yet, this paradox, growing out of the 
inaneness of some men, is only one 
reason why Women are jilted. There are 
others. Far example, some women, either 
because of a strange twist in their nature 
or because of some defect in their edu- 
cation, think that marriage is something 
to be looked upon as slightly disgusting. 
They shun the married woman’s tied-to- 
the-home way of life, their daily drudg- 
ery, their lack of clothes and spending 
money. In extreme cases, they are sex 
puritans repulsed by the idea of sub- 
mitting to invasions of their bodies. Con- 
versely, some women have been so 
promiscuous as teen-agers that they are 
undesirable as marriage partners. 

When sex is not the crux of the 
matter, money often is in a society which 
ballyhoos it as the glittering key to suc- 
cess. Those women who have been 
blinded with dollar’ signs want to marry 
a block of shares, or a railroad or a de- 
partment store. Prospecting for gold, 
they plod (Continued on Page 63) 









“Steve is innocent, Nadine,” Ollie said, con- 
trolling himself with an effort. “He’s innocent 
and you've ruined his life.” 











Ollie walked into my life off a tough street in the slums. 
He walked out of it again before I saw my mistake 


>WAS BLIND 









OVE IS BLIND, they say, and I won’t argue the point. But when you can’t see 
things clearly with your eyes, you can with your heart—if your love is true, if 
you have faith. 

I know that now, but I didn’t know it when I first went back to the Chicago 
tenement neighborhood where I was born. It was a neighborhood where toughness 
and truancy were the measure of a boy’s fame, and a girl was lucky if she didn’t 
have a kid by the time she was 18. 

My family did their best to keep me from all the sordidness and finally managed 
to move away when I was 10. But I remembered the Randolph brothers, who were 
bigshots on the block. 

At least, Steve Randolph was. His younger brother Ollie did his best to imitate 
him. I had gone to school with Ollie, but when I met him again things had changed 
for both of us. I had gone away to school and returned with a degree in sociology 
and a job with the county. I went to work in a settlement house located a few 
blocks from where I once lived. Ollie in the meantime had gone into the Army, 

been discharged, and was well on his way to becoming a junior edition of his big 
brother. He still idolized Steve, I discovered, the first time he wandered into the 
corner store that had been converted into a community center. 

I don’t know what drew him into the place, because the older boys sneered at our 
efforts to provide some kind of wholesome recreation for the youngsters in the area. 
And although Martin, the hard-working young supervisor of the center, had started 
a veteran’s service bureau, he hadn’t had too much success with the ex-GI’s around 
35th Street. Too many of them were content to drift. 

On this particular day, I was alone in the center working on my weekly report 
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Ollie had a severe case of hero-worship for his no-good 


brother. It was ruining him. And worst of all, it was 


ruining our dreams of love and happiness together. 





hen a tall youth in a GI jacket saun- 
ered in. I saw at once that he was not 
e of the few vets Martin was working 
vith and for a fleeting moment I was 
ifraid he was looking for a chance to 
1ake trouble. But after a good look at 
| dismissed the thought. He was 

itly dressed and I realized that he 
ore the khaki jacket merely as a badge 
f his wartime service, just as many of 
the other vets did. His brown face wore 
in expression that was supposed to be 
ise and tough, but his boyish eyes 
trayed the fact that this was just a 


\s | approached him, smiling my im- 

ersonal social worker’s smile, some- 

thing about him stirred vague memories. 
May I help you?” I asked. 

He turned his gaze on me, cool and 
ippraising. “I doubt it.” The corner of 
his mouth was drawn down in typical 
tough guy fashion, and it was clear that 
lidn’t think much of the center nor 
the people connected with it. 

Have you heard about our new vet- 

n’s service?” I asked in a friendly 


nanner. 

Look sister, you can save all that jive 
for the regular customers,” he told me 
bluntly. He strolled around the big rec- 
reation hall, looking at the drawings 

ide by the younger children pinned on 
the walls, the stamp collections and doll 
<hibits on display. At the ping-pong 
ble he picked up the little white ball 
und bounced it hard on the floor, catch- 
it on the rebound in his big fist. 

y stuff!” he sneered. 
lable tennis is a very strenuous 

I said defensively. 

Baloney! Give me a good game of 

| any day,” he boasted. “What’s so 

igh about batting this pill back and 
forth? I'll lay odds I could whip the 
socks off the champ—whoever he is!” 

[ smiled. “I’m not a champion, but I 
lay a pretty fair game,” I said. “Care 
» take me on?” 


He realized that I had trapped him 


into making good his boast and started 


to laugh it off. But according to the 
code, he couldn’t let a challenge go un- 
answered, especially one from a woman. 
So he picked up a paddle and we started 
a game. He didn’t even score. Glower- 
ing at me, he pulled off his jacket, rolled 
up his sleeves, and we started a second 
game. Then a third; he did better each 
time, but three straight defeats were too 
much for his male pride. He was just 
about to hurl his paddle across the room 
in disgust when I asked quickly, 

“Don’t I know you?” 

He gave a bitter laugh. “Are you kid- 
din’? I don’t get around in the fancy 
neighborhoods where grown men play 
parlor games like this!” 

“Still, I’m positive I’ve seen you be- 
fore,” I insisted. “You see, I grew up 
just two blocks from here.” 

He stared at me in disbelief, but 
finally I convinced him. It was then that 
he told me he was Ollie Randolph. 
“Didn’t you have a brother?” I asked. 

A startled look came into his eyes and 
he said belligerently, “Yeah, Steve—the 
greatest guy in the world!” 

We chatted a while longer and Ollie 
left. I had little time to think about him 
for that night was the night we showed 
movies and I was busy lining up the 
program for the evening. Usually, only 
teen-agers and the older adults came to 
see the films, so when Martin turned on 
the lights after the final fadeout I was 
pleasantly surprised to see Ollie sitting 
in the last row. I threw him a smile of 
recognition and he squirmed uncom- 
fortably in his seat. He had changed his 
GI jacket for a colorful sport jacket and 
he seemed more mature and much more 
handsome than he had appeared to me 
that afternoon. 

Ollie sat there until everyone else had 
left. I helped Martin put away the screen 
and projector. “Isn’t that one of the 
Randolph boys?” Martin whispered as I 
retouched my makeup. 

I nodded, hoping that he wouldn’t 
notice the blush that spread through my 
cheeks. “I thought so,” Martin contin- 


ued. “I’ve been trying to get him into 
our veteran’s group ever since we start- 
ed. Maybe you'll have better luck than 
I had, Nadine. He seems to be waiting 
for you.” 

His voice was matter-of-fact, implying 
nothing. 

“T’ll mention it to him,” I promised. 

Ollie was standing outside the door 
when I came out. He fell in step with 
me as I walked down the street toward 
the streetcar line. We had gone a short 
distance when Ollie announced abruptly, 
“Pm going to learn that game if it kills 
me!” 

I smiled to myself. “Is that why you 
came tonight?” I asked. 

He cleared his throat self-consciously. 
“Not exactly,” he explained. “This is a 
kind of rough neighborhood and—well, 
a girl shouldn’t be out on the streets 
alone at night.” 

“You forget I know this area like a 
book,” I reminded him. “Everybody 
around here knows me. Nothing’s going 
to happen.” Then, afraid I wasn’t show- 
ing the proper appreciation for his 
thoughtfulness in escorting me from 
work, I added, “But I’m glad you came 
back.” 

“Funny, I don’t remember you too 
well,” he said a short time later. “But I 
guess you know Steve. All the girls knew 
him!” 

“T didn’t have that pleasure,” | 
snapped, recalling Steve’s unsavory rep- 
utation. 

“Say, Steve’s an all-right guy!” Ollie 
said defensively. “Don’t you go running 
him down like all the others.” 

“T didn’t say he wasn’t,” I countered. 
“Tt’s just that I’d rather know you than 
your brother. After all, I never even met 
him.” 

Ollie stuck out his chest. “I’m a lot 
like him!” he bragged. “When he gets 
out—that is, when he comes back, you'll 
see for yourself.” 

Just before my streetcar lumbered up, 
Ollie turned to me with that fake tough 
guy expression he liked to assume. 
“Look, I’m glad I dropped into that 
Sunday school joint of yours,” he con- 
fided. “Maybe you do come from this 
neck of the woods, but you’ve got class 
written all over you. I go for a chick 
with class.” 

I merely answered, “Goodnight, Ollie. 
And thanks.” 

All the way home I wondered at the 
terrific hold Steve must have over Ollie’s 
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mind. Basically, Ollie was a nice fellow, 
of that I was convinced, yet he appar- 
ently felt he had to imitate his brother’s 
style of talking and his bold approach 
to women as well. But perhaps it wasn’t 
hopeless, I told myself, especially with 
Steve out of the way and if Ollie be- 
came interested in something like our 
veterans program. 


HE NEXT DAY Ollie appeared at the 

center and again blundered through 
afew table tennis games with me. Again 
| beat him badly, but already he had 
picked up enough technique to make a 
better showing than the day before. “I’m 
going to beat you yet!” he grinned when 
we took time out for a coke. 

Then my teen-age girls began arriving 
and I had to get back to work. Martin 
called Ollie over to his desk and I knew 
that he wanted to talk about the vet’s 
service. But I doubt if Ollie heard any- 
thing that was said, for every time I 
glanced over at them, he was staring at 
me. Even the girls noticed it and began 
whispering and nudging each other 
slyly. 

“Oh! I think he’s cute!” I heard one 
of the girls say, and while I wouldn’t 
have expressed it in the same words, I 
secretly agreed with her. But for the 
rest of the time that Ollie was there, I 
forced myself to concentrate on my 
work. 

Ollie came around regularly after that 
and even joined Martin’s veterans’ 
group, although it wasn’t vanity on my 
part that told me he had other reasons 
for his sudden interest in the activities 
of the center. I found him to be serious- 
minded and intelligent when he was him- 
self, but when he tried to be Steve he 
succeeded only in being distastefully 
boring. 

He had been in the signal corps and 
knew quite a bit about radios, it turned 
out, and without being asked he rigged 
up a public address system and a phono- 
graph for the center. The record player 
was exactly what we needed, for we had 
started a series of Friday night dances 
and had to rely on the portable machines 
dragged in by the kids who came to 
dance. 

The night we christened the new ma- 
chine Ollie had built was the night I real- 
ized that my interest in him was more 
than that of a professional social worker. 
I watched him as he gave the apparatus 
a final check. He was wearing a draped 





suit, so popular with fellows in the 
neighborhood, but not as extremely cut 
as most. On his broad shouldered frame 
it looked well and when Martin called 
him up front to introduce him as the 
person responsible for our new equip- 
ment, I noticed with a funny sinking 
sensation that every feminine eye in the 


“place was glued on his smiling, ruggedly 


handsome features. 

Later, as we danced, I was aware of a 
strange new stirring deep inside me. It 
was something that had never happened 
to me with any other man I had known 
either in college or in later years. Ollie 
danced toward the far end of the hall, 
where the door to my little office stood 
open. Before I realized what he had in 
mind, he had guided me inside and 
pushed the door almost shut. 

“T’ve got to have a cigarette!” he said. 
“That ‘no smoking’ rule here is getting 
me down!” 

“The youngsters,” 1 explained. 

“IT guess times have changed,” he re- 
marked, lighting himself a cigarette and 
raising his eyebrows at my refusal of 
one. “When we were kids, everybody 
smoked. Steve was smoking regularly 
before he was 14!” 

“You think a lot of that brother of 
yours, don’t you?” I asked, noting the 
pride in his voice. 

“You’re darn right!” His hands 
reached out clumsily. “Steve knows 
everything. He’d know what to do if he 
had a beautiful girl alone in a room like 
this.” He grinned sheepishly. “But a 
mug like me—I’d probably say all the 
wrong things.” 

“T’m—I’m glad you’re not like Steve,” 
I said softly. “I think you’re doing all 
right on your own.” 

“Nadine!” He crushed out his ciga- 
rette and took me in his arms. My heart 
raced and pounded in wild rapture as he 
whispered, “I tried not to, but I’ve fallen 
for you! I guess I knew it that first day, 
even though I hated you for making a 
chump of me at that goofy game of 
yours.” 

Because I had never stopped to ana- 
lyze my own feelings until that night, I 
didn’t know what to say. It was too new 
to me, this exciting joy of having found 
someone who could own my heart. But 
Ollie misinterpreted my silence. 

“I know I’m out of my class,” he 
blurted out, his voice tinged with bit- 
terness. “I’m nobody, and you—you’re 
the sweetest, most beautiful girl in the 


world! But I’ll make you proud of me, 
Nadine, I swear I will. Listen, Martin 
gave me an idea the other day. I’m go- 
ing to school under the GI bill and soon 
I’ll have my own radio shop and—well, 
what I’m trying to say is that even 
though I’m not good enough for you, 
I— 

I smiled tenderly and put my fingers 
over his mouth. “T’ll tell you one thing,” 
I murmured, “at this point, Steve 
wouldn’t be talking.” 

I lifted my face, my eyes beseeching. 
He must have known in that moment 
how dearly I loved him for his kiss at 
first was tender, then as my lips clung 
to his, his arms tightened, holding me 
closer and closer. The ecstasy that raced 
through every fiber of my being and the 
rapturous singing of my heart were sure 
signs that I had found my love at last. 


ry’uat WAS the way it started. Ollie 

enrolled at a big technical school 
where he studied television maintenance. 
He worked hard and we lived for the day 
when we'd be able to get married. We 
had decided that I would keep my job 
at the center until things were going 
smoothly. 

Many nights my arms fairly ached to 
hold Ollie and feel the comforting near- 
ness of his love, but looking ahead to the 
future, I knew it was worth waiting for. 
When he finished his course, Ollie went 
into business with Oscar Tillman, a class- 
mate who had studied refrigeration. 

“You see, Nadine,” Ollie laughingly 
explained, “Oscar and I have everything 
covered like a tent! When the TV set 
goes bad and the refrigerator too, they'll 
have their TV programs and cold beer 
to drink while watching it after they call 
us!” 

But I guess things were too perfect. 
One night when Ollie called for me at 
the center I noticed a strange light shin- 
ing in his eyes. He refused to tell me 
what it was all about but insisted that I 
come with him to the small apartment 
back of the shop he and Oscar had 
rented. The moment we walked into the 
darkened showroom, with a couple of 
TV sets and a second-hand refrigerator 
on display, a sudden chill gripped my 
heart. My steps lagged as I followed 
Ollie into the living room at the rear. 

Lounging on the sofa, a glass of beer 
in his hand, was a big, hard-faced man 
who examined me with bold, unblink- 
ing eyes. Even (Continued on Page 60) 
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My original sin was bad enough, but what was worse 


were the sins I committed in the name of mother- 
love. My life had long since been ruined 
by careless desire, and now, to make up for it, 


| was ruining the life of my fatherless son 











HIS IS a shocking story, and that’s 

the only reason I’m writing it. I 
hope it shocks some of the mothers of 
America into the realization that mother 
love isn’t always the sweet, chaste, un- 
selfish thing that is presented on the 
greeting cards. I don’t think anyone can 
be more stubbornly certain of her own 
virtue than a mother—and no one can 
be as wrong at times. 

I ought to know because, with what | 
thought were all the best intentions in 
the world, I, a loving mother, drove my 
own son into a living hell and almost 
succeeded in wrecking his life and my 
own. I did it in the name of mother- 
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\ and 


hood, but actually, it was the work of 
the devil. 

Love and hate, I know now, are pow- 
erful things. They bring great pressures 
on the person to whom they are directly 
projected. They can also rub off on 
others—either tragically or with a kind 
of inspiration. 

I have to begin my son’s story with 
my own—with the fact that the one time 
in my life when I found love, it went as 
sour as curdled cream. It’s an old and 
sordid story—the story of my marriage 
and of Charles’ birth. I was the country 
girl in the bitter drama, the country girl 
whose life is placid and serene until the 
good-looking city man comes on the 
That was Charles, Sr.—Charles 
He was a sales- 


scene. 
Wicks, his name was. 
man for a tractor company, twenty-five, 
smooth, tan-complexioned, easy-talking 


the kind of man who can wear 
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I hated the thought of Charles deceiving 
me the way his father had done, and I was 
going to beat that bad blood out of him. 
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clothes to the manner born. Charles vis- 
ited our small Pennsylvania farming 
community to introduce his product to 
the farmers in the area and he had great 
success at selling. But the bill of goods 
he sold me in his spare time is something 
I wish I’d had sense enough to turn 
down. 

My folk, Mom and Dad Crane, ad- 
mired Charles the minute they laid eyes 
on him. Of course, almost everybody 
did. Charles was so attentive to older 
folk, so gracious and gallant to all fe- 
males and so capable of putting forth 
the impression of the earnest young man 
trying to make good. 

I was eighteen at the time. It amazed 
me how Mom and Dad encouraged the 
friendship which began to spring up be- 
tween Charles and me. They'd been 
awfully strict about my going out with 
other fellows (Continued on Page 70) 
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By Royce Wallace Outerbridge _ 
As Told To Dale Wright 


When Negro singer Royce Wallace wed white Bermuda 

socialite Alexander Stuart Outerbridge, the island rocked as if hit by a 
tidal wave. Such a mixed marriage was not just frowned 

upon; it was not tolerated. Here is the bride’s own story 

of how Bermuda society ruined that marriage 


@ LIGHTLY MORE THAN three hours air time southeast of New York the tiny British 
‘“ colony of Bermuda lies like a shimmering jewel in the blue-green waters 
»f the Atlantic. When you arrive by airplane, as I did, from 3,000 feet overhead the 
little 21-square-mile patch of semi-tropical greenery and pink-tinted 
beaches looks like a kind of Shangri-La. You think that all the natives have to do 
with their time is sit in the shade of swaying palms and listen to the 
gentle lapping of the waves. 


A legendary vacationers delight, Bermuda—the islanders would 
1ave you believe—is about as close as most folk can 
get to paradise. The people who make up the island’s travel brochures and 
the artists who paint her pictures boast that nowhere else in 
the world is the temperature more ideal, nor the living so easy. In 
nany cases, all they say about the island is true. The coral 
eaches are like something out of a technicolored, 
CinemaScope Hollywood movie and the tall palms and banana 
trees do indeed wave in the Gulf Stream breeze. And, life 
loes move along at a lazily relaxed pace. we. Se, 
‘> . i“ 
But beneath Bermuda’s veneer of lushness and §éau yer 
vicious snobbery, super classism and vi ictiveness which ,... 
pells considerably less than paradise. It caf De more- 
ke a hell. Believe me. I know. I was a victim 
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Bermuda society. It ruined my mar- 
ipe. 
When I first went to the island in 
ugust, 1955, I was prepared to enjoy 
ly the best of everything it had to 
fer. | wanted to bask in its warm sun- 
1e and loll on the beaches. I wanted 
ride around in a fringe-topped taxi 
1 get to be on first-name terms with 
islanders. It was my first trip there 
though I’d been all over the United 
tes and Europe—and I had no idea 
t singing in a Bermudian night club 
ild be any different, let’s say, than 
ing a date in Cleveland. At the time 
Stuart 
terbridge, was my employer. He 
wned the Angel’s Grotto, which had the 
itation of being the island’s hot spot, 


husband-to-be, Alexander 


| Swizzle Inn, a quaint little roadside 
rn Joaded with atmosphere and fa- 
us for its own patented brand of rum 
k, the swizzle. I was to have fur- 
hed the entertainment at Angel’s 
tto. That was fine with me. Enter- 
ing is my business. 
Stuart was a kind of a Golden Boy in 
rmuda. He was a member of one of 
island’s most prominent families. In 
on his father’s side he can trace his 






bears in Bermuda back almost to the 

the British began colonizing it in 
1600s. Stuart’s family has 
- millions upon millions in the three 




















early 


turies they’ve been on the island— 
nd speculation, in making rum and 
rted other enterprises. Even today 
sland’s pocket-book-sized telephone 
tory lists half-a-dozen or more Out- 
ridges. Curiously, they are of all 
and shades. 
Stuart’s paternal ancestors were 
of island society, then his mother’s 
is even more distinguished. She 
1 great-great-granddaughter of the 
' is Confederate Army General Jeb 
rt. It was from the general that 
t gets his name. The family still 
roots in Virginia and very healthy 
it that. Another one of Stuart’s an- 
-’ve forgotten now which—was 
tice of the U. S. Supreme Court in 
































Reading letters that poured in following marriage, Outerbridges were at first encouraged 


by favorable comment from people in many countries, although one writer sent a copy of 
front page of New York newspaper on which Stuart’s face had been blackened by crayon. 


Civil War times. And he has other 
branches of his family tree in Congress, 
as state governors and elsewhere high 
on the totem pole. 

It was in this kind of setting, then, that 
I—out of Kentucky and Cleveland, Ohio 
—was to try to find a niche. It was my 
job to try to fit into a world which be- 
longed exclusively to Alexander Stuart 
Outerbridge. He was a long-time mem- 
ber of the snootiest yacht and golf clubs. 
He belonged to chambers of commerce, 
development boards, island commissions 
and in wartime had served as an officer 
in the Bermudian home guard corps. 
Indeed, his $60,000 tropical home was 
built on the grounds of the ultra-swank 
Mid-Ocean Club. Only members could 





live there and they by special permission. 
Stuart had been born to rank and posi- 
tion. It was in his blood. If Bermuda 
has an aristocracy, then Stuart was a 
charter member. 

Though Stuart’s family connections 
were his entre to top-level society, his 
own reputation—I now know—was one 
not untouched by scandal. He had only 
recently been involved in a nasty and 
all-too-well-publicized divorce case as 
third member of the classic love triangle. 
His wife—herself daughter of a million- 
aire American steel company president— 
later divorced him and was awarded 
custody of their four children. The fact 
that Stuart had invested his share of the 
family’s wealth in a night club and tav- 
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Performing in husband’s club, Royce still did one show nightly 
ajter they were wed because economic pressure by islanders made 
@ difficult for him to afford other talent. She has resumed career. 
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Getting into Stuart’s small car, Royce points out something of 
interest to her husband. Behind them is his night club, Angel’s 
Grotto, where their romance quickly blossomed into marriage. 
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raged Getting dressed, Royce is given a helping hand with zipper by Chatting with club visitors, the Outerbridges were able to retain 

opy of husband Stuart. At first, they were determined that talk by island- but few friends on prejudice-ridden island. Royce said Stuart’s 

rayon. ers would not ruin their mixed marriage, but pressure was too great. jealousy over her acquaintances contributed to their breakup. 
ssion. | em perhaps did little to endear him to great deal of fascination. He had the he said, “so that I know you’re the girl 
posi- | the more conservative wing of the Out- kind of charm that moved a girl like me. I want.” After our first meeting it was 
muda | erbridge clan. And though he enjoyed Since he had lived for seven years in easy to see that he had more in his mind 
vas a | the privileges set aside for Bermuda’s the States as a student at the University than a girl for a job. I had only been 
upper class, he did so more because of of Pennsylvania and later as a Philadel- in Bermuda for a few weeks when he 
‘tions | his family’s position than because he phia advertising executive, he was far began talking of spending the rest of 
, his | lived by the rigid rules which governed more Americanized than most other Ber- _ our lives together. I thought to myself 
s one |_ the island’s elite. mudians. He spoke a language which | that at last I had found the man of my 

only It is perhaps more truthful to say understood. dreams. 

and | that he was the non-conformist among More than that, I had never been Bermudians—all colors—of course, 
e as | the Outerbridges. He wes headstrong, courted in the dashing fashion Stuart from the beginning, frowned on our re- 
ngle. | undisciplined and had a bent for rakish used. After we’d met in New York in lationship. Barely days after I arrived 
lion- and breakneck living and loving which the summer he called me often by trans- there it became more and more obvious 
nt— | Was notorious among the 65,000 year- Atlantic phone and cabled me flowers by that Stuart and I were more friendly 
rded | ‘ound residents. He did few of the things the carload. When we met months earlier than what is generally expected of an 
fact | Bermudians expected of him and most at a party in New York he hired me to employer and his employee. And it was 
fthe | of the things they did not. sing at the Grotto without even hearing true. I grew to like Stuart more and 
tav- Yet, in his own way, Stuart had a_ me sing. “I’ve heard enough about you,” more every (Continued on Page 51 ) 
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T SEEMS LIKE JUST YESTERDAY that blood gurgled out of a deep gash in 
my wrist and splotched little red dots in the snow. I was running with all my 
might, hysterical, yet knowing the terror I was hurrying from. Little did I know, 
though, that I was rushing headlong into hell. All I was sure about was that I had 
run two blocks and one more lay ahead. I could feel my strength giving out, but 
some inner something propelled my legs faster and faster. I slipped, caught my 
balance and sped on toward Mother’s house. One more block and safety, but | 
could feel my energy flowing through the ugly wound in my wrist, blazing a red 
trail in the snow. Still, fear and hysteria urged me on. Four more houses! Three! 
Two! I rushed up the stairs, reached for Mother’s doorbell and blacked out. 

They tell me the sound of my body slamming against the door awakened Mother 
and in a few minutes I lay in her bedroom, unconscious from shock and loss of 
blood, gasping for breath. Lying there, I somehow could hear, as if from some 
far off echo chamber, a wailing and a screaming and a calling on of the Lord. Then 
there was a black silence. I guess the doctor had come. 

Then I saw streamers of light—red, green and blue lightning and white hot fire. 
And again I heard the reverberating scream of a woman. I guess I wanted to 
scream too, but my mouth was hot with boiling water. Suddenly I was on my knees 
trying hard to crawl through a ring of fire. If I could just move an inch or so. 
How the fire burned! Just an inch! But I couldn’t move, because I weighed a ton. 
If I could just scream, drown out the raging inferno. How the fire burned! Just 
move an inch. Maybe, just turn my head a little to breathe pure air. I tried but 
hot hands pushed hard against me. How the fire burned! I tried again and again 
like someone struggling with death. Oh, if I had to live on some high rock, on such 
a narrow ledge that I only had standing room, if I had to remain standing on a 
square yard of space all my life, a thousand years, an eternity with the ocean, 
everlasting darkness, everlasting solitude, everlasting tempest around me, it would 
be better to live like that than to die now. Only to live, to live and live! With one 
last desparate effort, I jerked my head to one side and woke up. 

I saw blurred images in the brightly lit bedroom. Faces sped in and away from 
me like toy jack-in-the-boxes. I heard an engine roar, first a low moan then a 
deafening crescendo. My body, like a massive barrel of steel bowling balls, shook 
as if by some unseen hand while violent pains splintered my left arm. 

As the distorted sights and sounds gradually shifted in focus, I could see the 
doctor bending over me, stethoscope dangling from his neck, thermometer in hand. 
I was in no mood for talking, but he asked me how I felt. “Pretty bad,” I answered 
glumly. “Hot all over.” 

“You’re running a fever,” he revealed. “Your body’s way of fighting off infec- 
tion. Pretty nasty cut you have. It took six stitches.” 

I was relieved that he didn’t ask me how I got the cut. Mother was standing 
trembling behind him in her bathrobe and I could tell from her swollen eyes she’d 
been crying. “What happened Sylvia?” she blurted pitifully. 

“Maybe you should let her rest awhile, Mrs. Dorsey,” interrupted the doctor 
gently. “Wouldn’t want her to get any more upset.” 


LO 


Silently I agreed with him. I had quite a story to tell, all right, but I couldn’t tell 
it now. Besides, it would’ve been embarrassing to explain before the doctor and 
Hamilton Power, the roomer who lived at Mother’s house. The doctor beckoned 
Mother outside the room and from the tone of his voice I imagined he was rattling 
off nursing instructions. Yet he told her, loud enough for me to hear, that I’d be 
okay. “You should let her sleep,” he said. “And you get some, too. I'll be back 
in the morning.” 

Rolling and tossing, mother didn’t sleep much that night. I know because I didn’t 
sleep much either. I awoke late the next morning and mother served me breakfast 


in bed. Hamilton had long since shoved off to work and (Continued on Page 76) 
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Marriage to Paulie should have been 
the greatest thing in life. Only it wasn’t. It was a night- 
mare, married to a woman who fired you with desire 


with her beauty but froze you in your tracks in her arms 


HEN | SNEAKED another glance at my watch and saw it was nine-thirty. I 

felt like | was going to explode if I didn’t pretty quick get out of the house. 

And while I knew Paulie wouldn't believe any excuse | could think up, I kept digging 
into my mind for one like an animal trying to claw out of a trap. 

I suppose realizing I really was trapped. in my own house by my own wife. was 

what made me feel about to blow up. So there | sat holding a newspaper in front 


of me. Across the living room Paulie was curled up on the divan with a magazine 


which | doubted her attention was on any more than mine was on my newspaper. 
Because I was sure from under her long black lashes she was watching me. waiting 
to see what I was going to do. 

What scared me was that I, myself. didn’t know from one minute to the next. I 
start to jump up and barge out of the house. then thoughts of what would happen if 
| did would chain me back into my chair. Because I knew Paulie was all set to 
lower the boom on me if I even acted like I was going to leave. Which would mean 
bad trouble for me. And maybe for her. too. the mean way I was feeling. Because 
right then I could have got a lot of satisfaction out of giving her a good taste of 
my fist! 

It wasn’t that I wanted to get out to go to another woman. as Paulie believed. Nor 
did | have any special place in mind. The real trouble was. | just couldn't see 
where my wife had any right to all of a sudden buck up to me like she had, not to 

















speak of taking unfair advantage of her 
sex to force me into a spot where I just 
about had to mind her, like I was a kid 
instead of a man. Not under the circum- 
stances, especially. | mean, for months 
I'd been going out most nights and 
Paulie hadn’t objected even once. In 
fact, | was sure that was the way she 
wanted it, that she didn’t care how much 
[ went out or what I did. Then, for no 
[ could figure, she suddenly 
jumped salty and started raising Old 


reason 


Ned. 

lhe fireworks started one night when 
| came home a little past twelve and 
found Paulie waiting up for me, which 
she had never done before. 


“And where have you been, James?” 
she demanded, making a big thing of 
looking at the mantle clock. 

Her jumping me like that riled me 
into snapping back, “I don’t see that’s 
any of your business!” 

Paulie jumped up, her big brown eyes 
sparking. “Why isn’t it my business? 
After all, | am your wife!” 

“Since when?” I asked real sarcasti- 
cally 

“Since the day we married, that’s 
since when!” 

“Being married and being a wife are 
two different things!” . 

“Just what do you mean?” Paulie 
angrily demanded. 

“You know what I mean,” I shot back. 
‘If you don’t, you need your head 
examined!” 

“It's your head that needs examin- 
she blazed. “Just because you’re 
sex crazy! And don’t think I don’t know 
that’s what you are up to all these nights 
you are away!” 

“You’re wrong,” I told her heatedly. 
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“But if that was true, it would be your 
fault! What do you think | am—an ice 
box, like you? Well, I’m not. Nor am 
I sex crazy. I’m a normal man, which 
is more than I can say for you as a 
woman!” 

Paulie’s answer was a stinging slap. 
The next instant I had grabbed her and 
slammed her down on the divan—hard. 

“Don’t you ever raise your hand to me 
again, you hear?” I warned, so mad my 
voice was shaking. 

Paulie shrank back, her eyes huge 
with fright. I gave her a furious glare 
then stomped into my room and slammed 
the door so hard it shook the house. 

The next morning I left for work be- 
fore Paulie got up. That evening we 
didn’t even speak at supper. Afterwards 
I went out and mowed the lawn, then 
cleaned up some dried frond that had 
fallen off the palm trees in the parking. 
After that I tinkered in the back yard 
until almost dark. Then I went inside, 
dressed and started out without a look 
or word. I had got to the front door 
when she ran after me and pushed in 
front of me. 

“Just where do you think you're 
going?” she demanded, propping her 
hands on her hips real sassy. 

I came near slapping her down. In- 
stead, I just shoved her out of my way 
and went on out. The next I knew she 
had jumped on my back, and not ex- 
pecting it, I fell, with her clawing and 
trying to bite me and screeching at the 
top of her voice! 

All up and down our block porch 
lights started blossoming and neighbors 
ran out to see what was going on. | 
hurriedly yanked her toward the house, 
with her kicking and hollering all the 
way, like I was beating up on her. 

Once inside I gave her a hard shake. 
“What in tarnation’s wrong with you?” 
I panted, glaring at her. “Can’t a man 
step out of the house without you alarm- 
ing the neighborhood? But if it'll pacify 
you, I’ll skip it. Anyway, I’d be ashamed 
to walk down the street after you carried 
on so disgraceful!” 

Even if it was my idea, giving in like 
that sure got under my hide. I fretted 
over it all the next day, at work. And 
made up my mind there wasn’t going to 
be any more of that. And when | started 
home I was all set to make Paulie know 
once and for all she couldn’t boss me 
around. After she put supper on for me, 
she went to her room and slammed the 





door. So I thought everything was 
under control. 

After I ate, I went to my room and 
laid down for a while. When it got dark 
I got up and dressed. Paulie was in the 
living room watching television when | 
started out. She didn’t say anything, just 
turned and gave me an expressionless 
stare. I went on out and was starting 
my car when she came tearing out, 
screaming like a catbird. She dashed 
in front of the car, yelling I’d better not 
try to run over her and all kinds of crazy 
stuff. 

I don’t know if somebody called the 
law or if they just happened to be in the 
neighborhood and heard all the racket. 
Anyway, here came a cruiser, siren wide 
open, and a couple of cops piled out. 
When they asked Paulie if I’d done any- 
thing to her, instead of answering, she 
pulled a dramatic faint which snagged a 
lot of “oohs” and “ahs” from the crows 
that had gathered. At that I jumped out 
of the car and picked her up and carried 
her into the house, the officers right be- 
hind me. After I dumped her on the 
divan, I whirled on them. 

“She’s my wife and I haven’t laid a 
hand on her,” I yelled. “So unless you’ve 
got a warrant, you’d better get out of 
here!” 

The two cops stared at me, hard-faced. 
The younger one sort of edged toward 
me and I[ started toward him, but the 
other one stepped between us, shoving 
his partner back. 

“Calm down, mister,” he said quietly. 
“After all, we are police officers.” 

“T don’t give a good gol-darn who you 
are,” I hollered, “you’ve got no right 
charging in here!” 

“Now just a minute,” he said, sound- 
ing tired. “Maybe we can straighten this 
out. You two look like nice kids. What’s 
the trouble between you?” 

“That’s between us,” I snapped. “We'll 
work it out ourselves!” 

“Well, I hope you do,” the policeman 
shrugged. “But just remember one thing, 
young fella: In California, hitting a 
woman is a felony.” 

“I didn’t hit her!” I denied hotly. 

“Okay,” he said, turning to leave, “so 
you didn’t hit her. Just be sure and keep 
it that way.” 

The officers were barely out the door 
when Paulie sat up and exclaimed, “You 
just better not ever hit me, James Hous- 
ton! You heard what that police officer 
said, didn’t you?” 
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“Aw, why don’t you shut your face?” 


| growled. “The way you carry on, mak- - 


ing a public show of us, pretending to 
faint and all that you’d provoke a man 
into more than just hitting you!” 

Paulie zoomed up and shoved against 
me. “Oh, so now you’re threatening to 
kill me, huh? So that’s what you want 
to do, is it? Get rid of me so you can be 
free to have your women—” 

“What women?” I demanded wrath- 
fully. “Name just one, since you know 
so much!” 

“Never you mind about that!” Paulie 
yelled, stamping her foot. “I know what 
you're up to and you’re going to stop it, 
too!” 

“You better calm down before you 
make me hurt you,” I said roughly as | 
shoved by her and stomped into my 
room. I slammed the door then shot 
across the room and skeedaddled out 
the window. I spent the next few hours 
in a bar, sipping beer I wasn’t tasting 
and watching a boxing bout on tele- 
vision that I wasn’t seeing. 


AULIE- WAS UP before I was, next 

morning. Again we didn’t speak at 
breakfast. I was about to leave for work 
when she suddenly said, “Up here, hit- 
ting a woman is a felony.” 

] just stared at her. 

Her voice got real low. “They put you 
in jail for a felony. They send you to 
the pen.” 

I still kept my mouth shut. 

“A grown man, sneaking out a win- 
dow like—like a thief!” 

“Paulie,” I warned, real slow and soft, 
“I got me near about enough of this, 
you hear? I think you better shut up.” 

“Why don’t you make me?” she 
flared. “Or are you too afraid of a 
prison cell?” 

“A man get’s riled up enough, he 
don’t care about prison cells or nothing 
else!” 

“A woman can feel that too,” Paulie 
cried, her voice breaking. “And if you 
don’t stop carrying on, I’ll prove it to 
you!” 

I knew she had the ups on me, knew 
I didn’t even have to touch her for her 
to act like she had the night before—and 
land me in the pokey. So I growled, 
“Well, don’t start nothing you can’t 
finish,” and stalked out of the house. 
But right then I realized I had to take 
low until I could figure what to do. I 


thought about it all day and two or three 
times I decided the best thing was leave 
Paulie before she made me really hurt 
her, which I didn’t want to do. Not just 
because it would land me in jail, but be- 
cause, despite everything, I still loved 
her. That was a hurting thought. I mean, 
it’s real tough to be in love with your 
own wife when she doesn’t love you. 
That’s why I couldn’t take the way 
Paulie was acting. She didn’t care any- 
thing about me, yet in the past couple of 
days she had come on like she was so 
jealous of me that she would pull any- 
thing to keep me at home. 

I mulled that over a lot. It didn’t fig- 
ure, except one way: It wasn’t a husband 
she was afraid of losing, it was the 
chump who had set her down in her 
own house and worked his tongue out 
trying to give her everything she wanted. 


Paulie knew she had me in a trap. 


“What'll y’all have?” I really started 
looping, because the caressing note in 
her voice was just too much! All in all, 
her impact upon me was like a Joe Louis 
punch to the heart; meaning, she 
knocked me out! 

Buck ordered and only when he 
hunched me did I wake out of my 
trance. ‘“Uh—uh, make mine ribs, if 
you please,” I mumbled. Actually, I 
wouldn’t have cared if she brought ox- 
tail soup as long as she came back. 

Buck laughed as we watched the girl 
go back to the counter. “Real choice, 
huh?” 

“Man, yes!” I gasped. 

“And from the way she manipulates 
that fine little frame when she walks, 
maybe she’s—uh—available.” 

That was exactly what I was thinking 
but, jealously, I didn’t want anyone else 


She 


had me wrapped around her little 


finger, and any time she blew the 


whistle. the cops would come running 





I hated to think I was being played for 
a fool, yet that’s the way it looked. 

I’d met Paulie a year and a half ago, 
right after I got out of the Army. When 
I made it back Stateside, I came down 
to Los Angeles from ’Frisco where my 
buddy, Buck Himes, and I debarked. 
He lived in L.A. and jived me into 
spending a few days there, although I 
wanted to get on down home to Waco. 
The reason I didn’t, I met Paulie and 
fell for her so hard I couldn’t rest until 
I put a wedding ring on her finger. 

It didn’t happen just like that, 
though. Paulie was a waitress in a West- 
side barbecue place where Buck took me. 
And right away, behind the counter, I 
glimpsed this fine looking little chick 
with glossy moss, big brown eyes, 
smooth complexion and, when she came 
to take our orders, I saw she was stacked 
like seven million bucks. She was small, 
but her curves were of the kind that draw 
wolf whistles and even the way she 
walked was—exciting. And when she 
asked, in a soft, deep-South drawl, 


to get that idea. I knew I was real 
simple to feel like that about a doll who 
didn’t know me from a lamp post, but 
I couldn’t help it. So I said, “Aw, you 

can’t judge a book by its cover, man.” 
Lookir.g back, I know I never let 
out a truer bit of corn. Because, judging 
by her looks, voice and manner, in the 
way that men do, that gorgeous little 
queen was just loaded with sex. But later 

I learned she wasn’t like that at all. 
Getting acquainted with her wasn’t 
easy. I started eating all my meals at the 
cafe where she worked, although it 
burned me plenty the way all the wolves 
were constantly shooting at her, even 
if none of them seemed to get anywhere. 
But a couple of weeks went by and I 
hadn’t gotten anywhere with her myself. 
Yet, I just couldn’t give up, even after 
she turned me down a dozen times when 
I asked her for a date. But she did 
finally thaw enough for us to exchange 
a little friendly conversation through 
which I learned she was from South 
Carolina and (Continued on Page 64) 
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AT A CHICAGO DANCE, a drunk, 

churned up by fiery liquids and 
pulse-pounding rhythms, pushed through 
the crowd, put his elbows on the band- 
stand and tugged at Duke Ellington’s 
pants. 

“Duke,” he called, pulling at the 
pants. “Duke!” 

Suave and urbane, Duke leaned over 
the bandstand and gave the man his ears. 
The drunk swayed, steadied himself, 
: then said with great dignity. “Duke, | 
eq c1ttce i er just wanted to tell you—you still the 
5 i¢ gsttirt at Pe ; greatest. 
tt, qittttt ot as . . Duke fielded the compliment with the 

* air of a man who has heard many in his 
time. But he paused before replying. 
This one, he knew, was different. He had 











ee, 


‘ been down, and the drunk, in his fum- 
f bling way, was saying that he was glad 
a to see him up again. 
c Beaming, Edward Kennedy Ellington 
extended his hand. “Thank you, m 
re y y 
‘< good man,” he said. “Thank you.” 
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: e+. : Y > 7 _—Ss Dashing off new piece, Duke hurriedly 
J ‘ ' scores parts for sections of orchestra. A 

prolific writer, he has written 1,000 tunes. 
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Flashing famed smile, the 57-year-old band- 
leader takes solo. In background (c.), is 
veteran alto saxophonist, Johnny Hodges. 


Duke 


Within months, critics who seldom 
drink and saloon-keepers who disdain 
emotion were saying the same thing. 
The word spread from Broadway to Har- 
lem to Chicago and from there to the 
West Coast. “Duke’s back,” jazz afi- 
cionados whispered to each other as if 
they were passing on a secret only they 
could fully understand. 

For Ellington fans, the good news 
came from the Newport Jazz Festival, 
where Duke had them dancing in the 
aisles; from Chicago, where fuzzy- 
cheeked youngsters stood in line for a 
chance to see the master; from one-night 
cities in the hinterland, where fascinated 
listeners refused to dance and stood ten 
and twelve deep in front of the band- 
stand. 

On top of the musical heap again after 
a long drought, Duke seemed perplexed 
by all the fuss. But he was too much of 


a gentleman to say what others said for 
him: that he hadn’t really been away; 
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At recording session, Duke listens to play- 
back. “’'m writing.” he explains, “from the 


After nearly 25 years as ruler supreme of the kingdom of 


jazz, Duke Ellington faltered, missed a beat, then seemed 


to go off-key. But he came swinging back with a brand new 


band and the Ellingtonia genius back in the groove. 


KFeoars Bac Kk 


By Lerone Bennett, Jr. 


that he had maintained a top-ranking 
band for 30 years, longer than anyone 
else in the history of jazz. 

Although the band seemed to falter in 
the early fifties, Duke could have con- 
tended that his standards, even then, 
were as high as anyone else’s in the busi- 
ness. But he could afford to keep quiet. 

Now 57, in the prime of a life that has 
ranged all over the musical landscape, he 
is the most gifted and original mind in 
jazz. 

Critics have called him the most gifted 
mind in American music, irrespective of 
brands or schools. Stravinsky and Sto- 
kowski have praised him. And Orson 
Welles said that, outside of himself, 
Duke is the only genius he knows. 


He has been a major musical influence 
since 1927, when he opened at the Cotton 
Club as a last-minute replacement for 
King Oliver. 
with destiny. 
playing at a club in Philadelphia. 


He almost missed this date 
As it happened, he was 
But 





same perspective | did 25 years ago.” 


‘Besieged by fans, the famed bandleader 
signs autographs. Still in demand, Duke has 
been major musical influence since 1925. 


the Cotton Club syndicate had connec- 
tions. A shady character was sent to 
Philadelphia to negotiate with Duke’s 
employer, who had an iron-clad contract. 
“Be big,” the shady character begged. 
“Be big or you'll be dead.” Finding 
within himself a generosity he had never 
suspected, the club-owner released Duke 
—and lived. The rest is history. Duke 
went on to triumph after triumph. His 
music, more than any other individual’s, 
personified the era that Scott Fitzgerald 
called the “Jazz Age.” To some men, it 
was pagan. Others labeled it “Sexo- 
phone and Sin.” 

But Duke prevailed. In the thirties, 
he built the greatest orchestra in jazz 
history. Like a magician pulling rabbits 
out of a hat, he unveiled prize after prize: 
Ivie Anderson, Lawrence Brown, Cootie 
Williams, Rex Stewart, Ben Webster, 
Tricky Sam Nanton, Johnny Hodges. 

The band inspired Duke and Duke 
inspired the (Continued on Page 81) 
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ad to prove something. 
ad to prove that despite 
ing tall and awkward for 

age, I could get a boy. 
rot one, all right, and I 
t trouble in the bargain. 
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ANIE AND I were closer than most 

sisters through the years of early 
childhood. Up until I went to junior 
high, really. Janie was just sixteen 
months younger than I, and she was one 
grade behind me. Lessons were easy for 
me. I never had to take books home, or 
study for exams. 

Janie did. It was even harder for 
her because she would follow me and the 
teachers would use my grades as an ex- 
ample for her. Janie had to take books 
home every night and exams were a 
nightmare. I would help her, but I was 
never nice about it. Actually, I guess I 
was glad she had so much trouble. 

Janie was small, graceful, and as 
pretty as a picture. I was always rather 
tall, and by the time I started to school 
I was as large as girls in the third grade. 
Awkward, too. It seemed that I was al- 
ways bumping into things, or falling 
down, or breaking something. 

Mother started both of us taking danc- 
ing lessons at six, but before I was seven 
she let me stop. It didn’t do any good. 
All the dancing lessons in the world 
wouldn’t make me graceful. If I’d been 
a boy it would have been a lot easier. 
People expect boys to be awkward, and 
when they get in junior high they can 
start playing football and the size 
helps a lot. 

I wasn’t a boy, though, and by the 
time I was in seventh grade | was ex- 
tremely conscious of my awkwardness 
and beginning to resent the constant 
comparison between Janie and me. 
You’d think, to hear the relatives and 
even some of Mother’s friends talk, that 
it was more important to be small and 
graceful than to be smart. Janie, even 
with all her studying and her graceful- 
ness and her charming manner, never 
once made the honor roll. I never missed 
making it. 

Our junior high was in a separate 
building, and all three grade schools sent 
pupils there. So we were thrown into 
different groups, as they divided the 
classes according to subjects. I hadn’t 
had any real close friends, like Janie did, 
so I didn’t care too much. I got along 
fine with just one or two girls to go to 
the show with, or downtown, or the 
games. Janie always had a gang around 
her. They'd giggle and talk until it 
sounded like fifty. 

We went swimming through the sum- 
mer, and Janie (Continued on Page 67) 
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I shut my eyes to blind out the brutality of 
Mark’s words—the fact that I was going to 
with another woman. 
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— first thing a Negro does when 

he makes good is to look around 
for a white woman.” How many times 
have I heard this bitter complaint! And 
how many times have | defended the big- 
name singers, musicians and entertainers 
whose personal lives seemed to prove the 
truth of that statement! 

But now, at the literary tea given ir 
honor of Mark’s new book. the warning 
words of my friends returned to haunt 
me. | sat in a corner of the swanky 
apartment feeling very lost and unhappy. 
My two-year-old “Sunday best” was a 


; 


shabby contrast to the smart clothes of 
the well-groomed women who fluttered 
around my husband. 

Of course, it was Mark’s party and he 
was the main attraction, but there was 
something deliberate in his neglect o! 
me. He seemed to have completely for- 
gotten that I was there at all. and no ons 
else paid any attention to the wife of 
Mark Gibson, the newest star on thi 
literary horizon. 

So when a quiet, sad-faced young man 
approached me and spoke, | nearly 
dropped my glass in surprise. 

“Boring, isn’t it?” he observed. 


“Why, . 


What is a woman supposed to do when she knows she is 
losing her man, let him go with no strings attached—even 


if he is going straight into the arms of another woman? 


WIFE 




























“And these so-called Martinis are per- 
fectly vile!” he added. 

“T think this is a nice party,” I said 
firmly, my loyalty to Mark flaring up. 

The stranger sat down next to me and 
stretched out his long legs. “Just wait 
until they throw one of these shin-digs 
for me,” he said. “Then you'll see a real 
party.” 

“Oh, you’re a writer, too?” I asked 
politely. 

He looked hurt. “You mean you don’t 
know who I am?” 

! laughed a little self-consciously. 
‘Should 1?” 

He sighed sadly. “If you don’t know 
that my name is Ellsworth King, then 


To 





it was happening to me, and 


you wouldn’t know that I am one of the 
really significant playwrights in this 
country.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t get to the theater 
is often as I’d like to, Mr. King,” I ex- 
\ plained. 

“Oh, don’t apologize,” he said. quick- 
ly. “You see, none of my plays has been 
produced yet. But some day they'll wake 
up and give me the recognition that is 
} due me, instead of wasting time with 
haracters like this Gibson fellow.” 

[ bristled at this remark and asked 
| icily, “Oh, you’ve read the book? I 
gather you don’t think much of it.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I'll admit 
the book was—shall we say—interest- 
ing? And the author had something to 
say. But it’s certainly not worth all this 





fuss.” 
Mrs. Gibson,” I announced 
proudly, at the same time glaring at him 


“I’m 


to show my disapproval. 

Ellsworth King merely raised his eye- 
i brows. “I repeat, the book is not worth 
ill this hysterical acclaim,” he said even- 
ly. He studied my face with a steady 
gaze that made me slightly uncomfort- 
ible. He stood up and bowed. “Nor do 
| | think the author worthy of someone as 
remarkable as you,” he added. 

| [he next moment he was gone, his tall, 








gangling frame swallowed up in the gay 
crowd that filled the room. I didn’t know 
what to think. Never before had anyone 
suggested that I was an individual in my 


own right. Yet, this impudent young 
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band just to be tossed aside when he reaches success. 


writer had bluntly declared that Mark 
was unworthy of me. 

Of course, such an idea was ridicu- 
lous, I told myself, despite the warm 
glow I felt inside as a result of the 
stranger’s attention. Mark was my whole 
life. Without him, I was nothing. I 
watched him now, deep in conversation 
with a tall, willowy blonde, who was 
book reviewer for a big magazine. Mark 
certainly made a striking figure, confi- 
dent and charming, and his new suit did 
wonders for his rugged good looks. 

Everything was just as I had always 
dreamed—almost. There was one thing 
that marred this celebration of Mark’s 
success. Ellsworth King was one of the 


| You don’t suffer lean days and lonely nights with your hus- 


But 


there was nothing I could do 


few Negro men present, and _ besides 
myself there was not one other Negro 
woman. Every one of the smiling, coo- 
ing females swarming around my hus- 
band were white. 

I tried to tell myself that such thoughts 
were not only foolish but dangerous. 
Mark was merely being charming and 
gracious to the admiring women. He 
couldn’t help it. His charm was evident 
to me from the moment he walked into 
the roadside diner where I worked and 
ordered a blueplate special. That had 
been a long time ago. So long ago that 
I wondered if Mark remembered—or 
cared, 

It was late one evening more than a 
year before when a stocky, powerfully- 
built figure turned off the highway and 
headed towards the diner. From a dis- 
tance, his shabby appearance gave me a 
few anxious moments because I was all 
alone in the place. Pop, the owner, had 
not yet returned from town. 

But the instant the stranger entered 
the diner, knocking the dust off his 
sweatshirt and blue jeans as carefully as 
if they were elegant dinner clothes, I 
sensed that this was no ordinary hitch- 
hiker. There was something about the 
way he held his head that made me for- 
get about his grimy exterior. Something 
about the steadiness of his deep-set 
brown eyes that made me wonder why 
he was on the road. 

Under the stubble that covered his 
smooth brown face I saw the stubborn 








line of his jaw. The humorous twinkle 

in his eyes relieved the grimness of his 
features. I had a feeling that no one had 
ever really broken through the wall of 
reserve that seemed to isolate him from 
the outside world. 

He ate slowly but steadily, not speak. 
ing until he had finished. Then he pushed 
the plate away from him with a sigh of 
satisfaction. He pulled out cigarette pa. 
pers and a limp bag of tobacco. I offered 
him a cigarette from my pack and he 
smiled his thanks. After a few deep 
drags, he pinched out the cigarette and 
stuck it behind his ear. 

“I’m afraid I owe you an apology, 
Miss—?” He stopped and cocked his 
head to one side. 

‘Andrews, Belle Andrews,” I told him. 

“Miss Andrews, I have no money,” he 
said, as casually as if ordering a second 
cup of coffee. “I'll have to work for my 
supper—or sing for it.” 

“You're a singer?” I asked dubiously. 

He nodded. “But not an ordinary one. 
My songs are sonnets, ballads—even 
blank verse. All composed by yours 
truly, Mark Gibson!” 

By some rapid mental calculation, | 
figured I could spare the dollar and a 
half for his meal, so I smiled and said, 
“All right, Mr. Gibson. Start singing!” 

Mark pulled a dog-eared notebook 
from his hip pocket and leafed through 
the pages. Then he began to read, his 

clear, resonant voice filling the low-ceil- 
inged diner. I stood entranced as he read 
poem after poem telling of tender love, 
high adventure and violent passion. A 


customer came in, but silently took a~ 


stool and sat there listening, apparently 


forgetting about his order. Even Pop — 


said nothing when he returned and found 
his diner turned into a temporary thea- 
ter. He took in the situation at a glance, 
grunted, and waited until the perform- 
ance was over. 


Pop joined the customer and me in @ | 


burst of applause and Mark made a bow. 


“Some pretty nice rhyming, young fel- | 
Pop remarked, then casting a — 


low,” 
shrewd eye on Mark’s empty plate, 
added, “Make any money at it?” 

“Unfortunately, no,” Mark replied. 
“A poet today is a forgotten man. That's 
why I’m turning to the novel as a form 
of expression.” 

“Humph! Well, you look young and 
healthy t’me. How about turnin’ to that 
pile of dirty (Continued on Page 53) 
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ODAY, EVERY WOMAN is fashion 
conscious and wants to be well dressed, 
whether she is a housewife or a career woman. 
There are many times when it costs too much 
to dress the way one would like, and that is when 
making your own clothes is the answer to all problems. 
For those who can sew, of course, it is easy, and for those 
who must learn, it is really not as hard as you think. To- 
day’s patterns are so simple to follow that it makes sewing 
easy. Materials and trimmings, too, are wide and varied, and 
there is no end to the amount of money that can be saved. With a 
minimum of effort, clothes can be made for the whole family that 
will be smart and well styled. Each month TAN will bring you the 
newest patterns with a Parisian flair from Advance Pattern Co 



















































(A) New Peg-Top skirt, softly pleated all 
around is paired with the “sew-easy” 
switchabout blouse. Skirt pattern No. 8260. 
Misses sizes 10 to 20. Price: 50¢. Blouse 
No. 8190, sizes small, medium and large. 
Price: 35¢. 

(B) Top news today is the Paris-inspired 
frock featuring the longer tunic dress and 
stand-away neckline. Pattern No. 8240. 
Misses sizes 10 to 20. Price: 75¢. 


(C) Basic sheath dress has a back bodice 
panel that drapes over the shoulders and 
ties in a smart bow. Pattern No. 8233. 
Misses sizes 10 to 20. Price: 75¢. 

(D) There’s a new chic shape to suits com- 
bining the short cardigan jacket with the 
softly tailored peg-top skirt. Blouse pat- 
tern No. 7768, misses sizes 12 to 20. Price: 
35¢. Suit pattern No. 8259, misses sizes 
10 to 18. Price: 65¢. 

(E) Sheath dress for informal wear is right 
for dress-up occasions too. Skirt has fly- 
away panel in back. Pattern No. 8214. 
Misses sizes 10 to 20. Price: 50¢. 

See order blank on Page 48 





















For a special beauty treatment, smooth 
thin coating of petroleum jelly on face and 
neck for skin softener before taking bath. 
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Elbows can become rough and dry, but 
with extra oil-and care, they can be kept 
soft and smooth. Rub with Vaseline. 





aad EXPOSED part of the body— 
hands, face, and nylon-clad legs— 
need special care as spring rolls around, 
particularly because of constant changes 
fom indoor steam heat to outdoor in- 
demency. Rows of jars and bottles of 
expensive creams on your dressing table 
are not necessary, however. One can get 
dong with that familiar friend since 
thildhood, Vaseline petroleum jelly. And 
fora really special and beneficial beauty 
treatment, smooth a coating of it on face, 
neck and legs before getting into a hot 
tub, Soak and let the steam and petro- 
lum jelly do their good work. Then 
wash it off. After drying and defuzzing 
the legs, smooth on a thin protective 
lyer if you are going to sleep. This 
protective layer will soften the skin and 
give it added protection against the next 
morning’s blustery winds. 
Hands are the greatest sufferers of all. 














Pretty legs are an asset, and need the same 
lubrication as the rest of the body. Rub 
Vaseline generously into the skin nightly. 


SPRING CLEANING YOUR SKIN 


Their exposure to air and water tends to 
make them frequently chapped or rough. 
An overnight beauty treatment—rub on 
a generous coating and wear an old pair 
of gloves while you sleep—it will work 
wonders. 

In any kind of weather and in any 
season, elbows and heels must not be 
neglected. These parts of the body tend 
to get rough and old-looking simply 
from friction. Lubricating them often 
can prevent this. Vaseline is a wonderful 
makeup for the the eyes, and it is one of 
the few preparations bland enough not 
to cause eye watering. And a glamor 
trick that film stars use is to dot each 
cheekbone with a bit of the jelly after 
powdering the face for highlight. 

Shown on these pages are aids to 
beauty with Vaseline which will keep 
Milady looking well-groomed all the year 
around. 
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It will soon be summer, and stockings may 
not be essential on some occasions. Feet, 
heels and ankles should look their best. 
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Summer gowns and beach outfits will look 
their best if feet and legs are soft and 
pretty. A few moments daily care will do. 
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For a@ special beauty treatment, smooth 
thin coating of petroleum jelly on face and 
neck for skin softener before taking bath. 







ly with Vaseline. A coating on lips makes 
ood lipstick base, helps prevent chapping. _ 


pte ty 


VE 

he 
need s 
particu 
from 
clemer 
expens 
are no 
along 
childh 
for a1 
treatm 
neck ¢ 
tub. § 
leum 
wash 
the le 
layer 
protec 
Ce give it 
: morni 


Hai 














Elbows can become rough and dry, but 
with extra oif and care, they can be kept 
soft and smooth. Rub with Vaseline. 


aad EXPOSED part of the body— 
hands, face, and nylon-clad legs— 
need special care as spring rolls around, 
particularly because of constant changes 
from indoor steam heat to outdoor in- 
clemency. Rows of jars and bottles of 
expensive creams on your dressing table 
are not necessary, however. One can get 
along with that familiar friend since 
thildhood, Vaseline petroleum jelly. And 
for a really special and beneficial beauty 
treatment, smooth a coating of it on face, 
neck and legs before getting into a hot 
tub. Soak and let the steam and petro- 
lum jelly do their good work. Then 
wash it off. After drying and defuzzing 
the legs, smooth on a thin protective 
lyer if you are going to sleep. This 
protective layer will soften the skin and 
give it added protection against the next 
morning’s blustery winds. 
Hands are the greatest sufferers of all. 
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Vaseline generously into the skin nightly. 


SPRING CLEANING YOUR SKIN 


Their exposure to air and water tends to 
make them frequently chapped or rough. 
An overnight beauty treatment—rub on 
a generous coating and wear an old pair 
of gloves while you sleep—it will work 
wonders. 

In any kind of weather and in any 
season, elbows and heels must not be 
neglected. These parts of the body tend 
to get rough and old-looking simply 
from friction. Lubricating them often 
can prevent this. Vaseline is a wonderful 
makeup for the the eyes, and it is one of 
the few preparations bland enough not 
to cause eye watering. And a glamor 
trick that film stars use is to dot each 
cheekbone with a bit of the jelly after 
powdering the face for highlight. 

Shown on these pages are aids to 
beauty with Vaseline which will keep 
Milady looking well-groomed all the year 
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Pretty legs are an asset, and need the same 









It will soon be summer, and stockings may 
not be essential on some occasions. Feet, 
heels and ankles should look their best. 
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Summer gowns and beach outfits will look 
their best if feet and legs are soft and 
pretty. A few moments daily care will do. 
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LENTEN FISH 








Fish Stick Lima Casserole 


Heat one package of frozen fish sticks ina 
425°F. oven for 15 to 20 minutes. Cook 
one package frozen lima beans until tender. 
Fill buttered casserole with limas. Arrange 
fish sticks over top. Make cheese sauce by 
heating 34 cup mayonnaise, 13 cup milk, 
salt and pepper, and cup grated proc- 
essed cheese together in saucepan over very 
low heat until cheese is melted. Spoon sauce 
over fish sticks and limas to serve. Crispy 
golden-fried fish sticks make a tasty topper 
for a casserole of lima beans, and a perfect 
combination for the family Lenten table. 
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Shrimp ’N’ Sauce Basket 


Heat 3 pints shortening in deep fryer to 
350°F., or use a deep pot. Place one pack- 
age frozen breaded fantail shrimp into fry- 
ing basket and lower into hot shortening. 
Fry until golden brown, 2-3 minutes. Drain 
on paper. Blend 1 cup catsup with 4% cup 
bottled prepared horseradish. Line serving 
basket with crisp cabbage leaves, fill large 
leaves with shrimp and spoon sauce over 
smaller leaf cups. Serve with cabbage 
salad, cole slaw or molded Perfection salad. 
Breaded shrimp, to be dipped into sauce, 
are good eating any way you serve them. 


ACH YEAR WHEN Lenten time rolls 


around, the question of serving fish 


rs ind 

Cook} becomes foremost in the minds of home- 
ender.}— makers. With the wide and varied kinds 
range} of fresh, frozen and canned fish on the 
ice by ‘ 

milk, market, there is no need for monotony, 
pro} md many delightful meals can be 
r very} planned around a main dish of seafood. 
sauce There are hundreds of mouth-watering 
srispy old and new recipes to choose from, with 
one : special little touches added to make the 
table.} dish an Epicurean delight. Ranging from 


simple, tasty fish chowders and inexpen- 
sive tuna cups to the fine lobster dishes 
that are a company treat, fish menus are 
truly unlimited. Before planning menus, 
look over the shelves and fish counters at 
the market to see just how many varieties 

























there are. The new frozen products that 
are available are especially good to save 
energy and time for the busy homemak- 
These products are well prepared 
and fresh, and their uses are many. 
One of the most popular frozen fish 
products on the market is frozen breaded 
shrimp, along with the new “Flash” 
frozen shrimp that is cleaned and ready 


ers. 


for salads, soups and casseroles. These 
products, like the ready-to-serve fish 
sticks, can be used for many occasions, 
including cocktail parties, and quick 
snacks at lunch or midnight parties. De- 
lectable and zesty sauces, hot or cold, can 
be made to serve with them. 

Fine canned products such as salmon 
and tuna are as versatile as the frozen 





Hot Fish Stick Sandwiches 


Heat oven to 425°F. Arrange 5 slices but- 
tered toast on a shallow pan. Top with 10 
slices tomato (2 to 3 tomatoes), and 5 slices 
processed cheese. Place 2 frozen fish sticks 
on top of each sandwich. Heat in oven for 
15 to 20 minutes or until fish sticks are 
golden brown. Garnish with parsley or 
watercress. The family will love the whole- 
some goodness of these tasty sandwiches, 
and mother will too because they’re so very 
easy to make. All you need are some frozen 
packages of golden-fried fish sticks in the 
freezer and hot fish stick plates are a cinch. 





products and will lend themselves to any 
number of fine dishes from simple salads 
to fancy hors d’oeuvres, or tempting, hot 
everyday croquettes and casseroles that 
can be combined with spaghetti, noodles, 
and most every kind of vegetable. 

With this wide and varied selection of 
fish and fish products available, there is 
no reason why the Lenten season should 
offer dull and uninteresting meals. By 
following simple directions and a few 
garnishing tips such as the use of pars- 
ley, pimiento, paprika and lemon wedges, 
each dish can be a creation worthy of 
repeat performances the year around. 
Shown on these pages are a few of the 
interesting fish dishes that can be easily 
prepared for the coming season. 
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ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores—or send 
in the following coupon: 









TAN MAGAZINE 


| ; HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 
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SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATED: 














ZONE STATE 








Tuna Tulips 


Make rolled biscuit dough or mix 2 cups biscuit mix with 24 cup milk. For the filling, 
drain and break in pieces one 7-0z. can of tuna. Add 1 cup diced celery, Y% cup mayon 


b naise, 4 cup chopped salted peanuts, 1 tbsp. lemon juice and 1 tsp. grated onion. Heat 
i O mM nn e oven to 425°. Roll out biscuit dough to 14-inch thickness. Cut dough into six 6-inch 
squares, using a pastry wheel for ruffled tulips. Ease squares into greased custard cups, 

Spoon in the filling, and fold back corners over top or seal petal edges by pinching 


Wo mM e | Nn To dough together. Prepare filling in advance to avoid the hostess-rush and set aside. Then, 
just before guests arrive, mix dough and form tulips. For variety, try lobster or crab. 
Another... 





u can’t beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 


for that personalized feminine approach 

the latest trends in fashions, beauty and Oe waaay siamese” 
lern living. 
epared by Home Service Director Freda Rock Lobster Newburg 


Drain 2 cans rock lobster. Reserve liquor and dice meat. Melt 4 tablespoons butter or 
ight, here is a magazine section de- margarine and stir in 3 tablespoons flour, 2 teaspoon salt and %4 teaspoon nutmeg. 


Add lobster liquor and 1 cup thin cream while stirring constantly over low heat. When 

od just for you. sauce thickens, stir in %4 cup sherry and 2 drops Tabasco. Add diced lobster and cook 
over low heat until thoroughly heated. Add a little of the hot sauce to 3 slightly beaten 

1 it's there every month in TAN. egg yolks and mix gently into the lobster mixture. Add more salt if necessary. Serve 


garnished with toast points. Yield: 6 servings. A delectable treat when served with a 
simple salad, tasty garlic bread or tiny hot biscuits. This can be a family or party treat. 
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FEAR AND YOUR | 
CHILD 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 





Northwestern University 





EAR, whether real or imaginary, is 
present in the world of every child. | 
According to a recent report by Prof. 
Raymond B. Cattell of the University of | 
Illinois, a study of 600 children revealed | 
that early family influences were directly 








| 
responsible in the development of neu- | 


rotic tendencies in adulthood. For this | 
reason, a wise parent should observe the | 






troubled youngster to discover why he is | 


afraid. | 
filling, Children are afraid of many things. | 
nayon | Some fears are easily detected, others | 
Hea} are not. A recent study revealed that | 
6-inch 
| cups, 
uching Pgh | 
Then, | parents or teachers. Little girls the same 


boys in the six-year-old age group were | 
afraid of snakes, rats and the anger of | 


crab, | age had some of the same fears but were 
generally more afraid of the dark than 
the boys. 

Frightening dreams, unusual sounds | 
or “shadows” in the dark may be ex- | 
plained to the child who is old enough 
to understand. For the infant’s benefit, a 
mother, (after telling her four-year-old 
that there is no “dragon” behind the | 
door) may have to turn on the light and | 
sit with him until he falls asleep. After | 
this repeated assurance, most children | 
will fall asleep without these props. 

Often a parent’s reaction will form the | 
basis of a child’s fear. Watch a child who | 
has taken an unexpected spill. Seeing | 
his mother’s shock and concern, he will | 
burst into tears almost immediately, | 
whether or not he feels the pain. This 
“fear of fear” reaction, if allowed to con- | 





tinue, is often found in unstable and im- | 
mature adults who never learned to un- | 
derstand and overcome their childhood | 
doubts. | 

Love and the healthy background of | 
a happy home will do wonders in help- | 
ten | 08 your child to overcome his fear. 
yok } Your willingness to listen and to explain 
ten | away these fears will be rewarded by a 
cheerful and courageous child: today’s 
promise of tomorrow’s successful adult. 








BRINGING 
UP BABY. 





CONVERSATION PIECE 


A day for justifiable pride — the day 
when baby’s first real word tumbles 
from that rosebud mouth. The day 
your toddler turns talker is a good 
time for you to turn teacher. A few 
ways to guide your little orator: 

1. At first baby will learn by imita- 
tion, with little idea of word mean- 
ing. It helps to talk directly to him 
and repeat often. 

2. Pointing to objects as you talk 
teaches baby word meanings by 
association. 

3. When you give commands it’s help- 
ful to use the same words each 
time to avoid confusion. 

4. By speaking slowly and enunci- 
ating clearly you help baby to 
perfect his pronunciation. 


THE WHYS OF VARIETY 


Toddlers are live wires and need lots 
of energy and strength to keep up 
with their great activity and growth. 
A variety of foods is needed at this 
stage because no one food does a 
complete job. This combination of 
different foods provides the various 
nutritional factors babies require. 
Gerber offers over 30 Junior Foods in 
5 classifications: fruits, vegetables, 
meats, soups, desserts. 


NUTRITION NOTATION 


At the beck and call of a toddler’s 
appetite — delicious main dishes with 
very nutritious leanings. Gerber 
Junior Soups combine vegetables, 
meat and cereal for unusual flavor 
interest and a variety of wholesome 
food values. 5 Soups—4 Junior Din- 
ners. Newest Gerber goodies on your 
grocer’s shelves: 
Split Peas with Ham 
Beef & Noodles with Vegetables 
Chicken Noodle Dinner 
Macaroni,Tomato, Beef & Bacon 
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Hints collected by MRS. DAN GERBER, Mother of 5 
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RECIPE OF THE MONTH 
For free copy 
AS Se a 
Babies are our business... 


COST-NOTHING HAPPINESS 
Cost-nothing, do-something toys for 
toddlers who are getting more skill- 
hands: (1) An 
old purse for 
the important 
business of tak- 
ing out and put- 
ting back treas- 
of baby’s outgrown shoes for learning 
the art of lacing. (3) Or at small 
cost, a nest of plastic blocks for eye 
and hand co-ordination. 
RUB-A-DUB DOUBLED 
If your toddler likes to linger ir the 
with the pleasure of watching the 
splasher by using this time to rinse 
out a few hand-washables in the basin. 
Or what better time to indulge your- 
self in a facial or do a stint of hair- 
brushing. 
Fruit Sauce 

Y% cup of any Gerber Junior Fruit 

1 tsp. lemon juice 1 tbs. sugar 
Combine and heat until sugar is dis- 
solved. Use hot or cold as a sauce on 
custard, ice cream, gingerbread, etc. 
of “Recipes 
for Toddlers” f) { 
write me, Mrs. : 
Dan Gerber, at 
Dept. TA3-7 — 
Fremont, Mich. 

our only business ! 
Gerber. 
BABY FOODS 
FREMONT. MICHIGAN 

4 CEREALS - OVER 70 STRAINED AND 
JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 
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Use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your 
complexion take on a new lighter 
and brighter, softer, smoother look. 
[ts bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way of 
lightening skin. Start using Black 
and White Bleaching Cream, today. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 


43¢, 65¢ 
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TEEN 
TALK 








By Jane Walters 


RE YOU a delinquent letter-writer? 

Sounds terribly frightening, doesn’t 

it? But letters, like bills, have one thing 

in common: they have to be “paid- 

back,” and within a reasonable length 
of time. 

Psychologists and scientists are quick 
to place odd-sounding labels on today’s 
*teens; unfortunately some are senseless, 
but the term “delinquent” holds quite 
true in the case of slow writers (es- 
pecially *teens) who don’t answer their 
correspondence promptly. 

This mysterious aversion to pen and 
paper stems from the fact that many 
teen-agers feel they can’t express them- 
selves on paper. Verbally you might 
rattle off like an auctioneer, but putting 
ideas and thoughts in concise, compact 
order on paper is often too big a task to 
undertake. However, armed with a few 
tips, letter writing becomes just another 
simple matter. 

There are other reasons, of course, for 
not writing letters. Procrastination is 
a high brow word for goofing (well, al- 
most), and in broader terms both mean 
about the same thing. When it comes to 
letter writing, you can usually think of 
ten million other things to do—so, the 
letters are put off for another time. 

In the meantime, poor Aunt Millie 
waits patiently for a letter from her fa- 
vorite niece or nephew. Susie Brown 
(an old friend in another town) is biting 
her nails with worry and slowly driving 
the mail carrier nuts. There are times 
when she thinks “just maybe” the post 
office has gone out of business! 

Behind the secrecy of closed doors 
another drama takes place. Popular 
Edna Pringle is shedding a few tears 
because her extra-special boy friend 
hasn’t written in three weeks. And all 
because the importance of a letter is 
underrated. 


Writing letters can be a pleasure in- 
stead of the painstaking job most teen- 
agers make of it. A cramped, stiff formal 
letter is not only difficult to write, it is 
also unpleasant to read and doesn’t 
transmit any particular warmth or 
friendship. A good letter is more treas- 
ured than a long distance phone call. It 
can be read hundreds of times and may 
become one of your fondest treasures. 

One of the most interesting letters | 
look forward to receiving comes from a 
14-year-old sophomore who starts her 
letters off with a surprise sentence, such 
as: “Now that I’ve taken my charred 
cookies from the oven, I’ll recount my 
culinary achievements for the evening.” 
Or: “My dream trip to Mexico is just 
around the corner, save your pennies 
and we'll depart in 2090 A.D.!” 

Nothing fancy about her prose, and in 
many cases it’s a little silly, but oh, so 
interesting! She catches my interest im- 
mediately and I don’t have to wade 
through several sentences of, “How are 
you? This leaves me fine and I hope you 
are the same.” Often the letters are 
decorated with odd _ illustrations and 
funny faces that make me giggle even be- 
fore | understand their meaning. 

Your letters can do wonderful things 
for you, too; bring a ray of sunshine, 
spread good. news, turn a casual acquaint- 
ance into a new friend, or strengthen the 
bonds of an old friendship. Letter writ- 
ing can be fun. Just remember how you 
love to receive mail, then write! The 
secrets of good letters are easy. 

A good letter is written in a relaxed 
style. Write as you talk, sprinkle in short 
sentences with the long, spark para- 
graphs with exclamation marks and 
anecdotes. Make your letter (if it’s per- 
sonal) sound friendly and informal—as 
if you were talking. Sooner than you 
think you'll master the technique. 
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Society Ruined 


(Continued from Page 27) 


day. And he admitted that he saw a spe- 
cial attraction in me. I liked that. What 
woman doesn’t? 

But the gossips really began feeding the 
rumor mill as I was living in an apart- 
ment upstairs over the Grotto. But that 
was natural because all of his performers 
did. I was doing my shows nightly and I 
used the apartment as a dressing room. 
Certainly any other arrangement would 
have been useless. The nearest hotel or 
guest house—which admitted Negroes— 
was miles away. Living over the Grotto 
was a convenient and economic arrange- 
ment. Perhaps I wasn’t as aware as I 
should have been that separation of the 
races—and classes—is an unwritten law 
on the island. Dining and drinking places 
are rigidly segregated. What belongs to 
whites is white. It is not so true on the 
other side, for whites often frequent Negro- 
owned clubs and restaurants. It was a sys- 
tem I did not quite understand so I chose 
at first to ignore it. 

The rumor mongers went to work full 
time when we were married on Christmas 
Eve of 1955. It was as sudden and un- 
planned as a wedding can be. Stuart and 
I were having an after-the-show drink at 
the Grotto one day and he asked without 
any advance notice. “Come on. Royce. Let’s 
get married!” Actually, I wasn’t too sur- 
prised. It was a development which seemed 
inevitable. Events had been leading up to 
a wedding since the day I got off my air- 
plane. 

I was growing more and more fond of 
Stuart and it was easy to see that he was 
seriously interested in me. He had often 
talked about the race thing as it concerned 
us and how we would be received on the 
island. But Stuart. who had so much at 
stake on the island. didn’t seem to care. 
He told me, “As long as we love each other, 
that’s enough. Let them say or do what 
they want to. We'll survive and be happy.” 

From the day we were married at the 
registry office in Hamilton, Bermuda, late 
Christmas Eve. our happiness was strictly 
a sometime thing. The word was out by 
morning. The island’s party-line telephone 
hookup had done its work well. In fact, 
as the Christmas Day sun broke we started 
getting the first in a long series of hate 
calls. Our telephone rang at the Grotto 
and a voice which dripped with venom told 
us, “You both had better get off this island 
or you might wash up on the beach some- 
where.” You can believe that some of the 
callers used language a good deal stronger 
than that. But, after all, we expected most 
of Bermuda to oppose our marriage. We 
were fully aware that we crossed over a 
color line which reached back more than 
300 years. But we just didn’t care. Some- 
body had to defy this ridiculous rule and 
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we had an idea it could be us. Our mar- 
riage shook up the island like no other 
event had in generations. The assorted 
shades and colors of Bermudians proved 
that there had long been traffic between 
the races, but no interracial couple before 
had dared to marry. 

Almost immediately Stuart’s clubs 
dropped him from membership rolls. He 
was kicked out of the Mid-Ocean Club, told 
his resignation had been accepted at St. 
George’s Dinghy Club when he had never 
written such a letter, and all but frozen 
out by his creditors. In Bermuda it is com- 
mon business practice to delay paying bills 
until the end of the resort season. But 
wholesalers. jobbers. dealers and mer- 
chants exacted C.O.D. payment 
Stuart. He was hamstrung. A few 
after our marriage the Bank of Bermuda 
called in for immediate payment of a 
$35.000 mortgage on Stuart’s 
which normally would have waited until 
spring. He was pressured from every di- 
rection. One of the things that hurt him 
most was that his family—the peers of Ber- 
muda—virtually disowned him. The com- 
bination of pressures took their toll. We 
were virtually friendless. Men and women 
he had known over a lifetime suddenly 
stopped speaking to Stuart. He was 
snubbed publicly and privately. He was 
like a man on an island. a victim of com- 
plete ostracism. We felt 
world apart from Bermudians. A 
people stopped by to see us at the Grotto 
and a scant few more invited us to their 
homes. but there was nowhere we could go 
in public without feeling the hateful eyes 
of Bermuda society. 

For months it was standard procedure 
on the part of Bermudians to steer tourists 
away from our clubs. They were told that 
the food was inferior and the entertain- 
ment—my own show—below par. It was 
not true, of course. but it was one of the 
vicious ways Bermuda society found to 
hurt us. And it did hurt. And they found 
the obvious way to get under our skin. They 
wrote letters. We got hundreds upon hun- 
dreds of notes from Bermudians, all un- 
signed of course, telling us that we could 
not live on the island, even threatening us 
with violence. It was as though we were 
at war with the whole island, a war that 
nobody could win. 

We got encouraging mail, too, a lot of 
it from the United States and a good deal 
more from the Scandinavian countries, 
Canada, Italy, France and almost every- 
where else in the world. It was one of the 
few hopeful signs in a hectic affair which 
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days 


businesses 


we were in a 
few 


got into newspapers all over the world. It 
was perhaps the sensational publicity our 
marriage got that made it such a contro- 
versial one. Maybe if we had not given out 
interviews so freely, the story of our mar- 
riage might not have been known off the 
island. Yet. 
marriage. 


there were many ifs in our 


Looking back on our all-too-short eigh; 
months of marriage. it seems now that 
Stuart and I were doomed from the star 
The odds were too much against us. Ber. 
muda society rejected us for the most part 
and perhaps it left us both bitter. My hus. 
hand developed a consuming jealousy and 
that didn’t make things any easier. He fel; 
that I was making friends of my own on 
the island and leaving him out. He was 
already painfully sensitive about his own 
exclusion from Bermuda society and my 
making friends only made it worse. He 
developed a jealousy which was intolerable 
to both of us. 

Yet, I doubt very much if it’s fair to say 
that my husband was to blame for our fail. 
ure. It’s not even fair to say that any one 
factor broke us up. Stuart’s jealousy. may. 
be, was a major contributing factor why 
our marriage wouldn’t work out, but there 
are dozens of others, too. For instance. 
Bermudians are skilled in the art of de. 
ception. They will accept your money smil- 
ingly, even graciously, for goods and 
services purchased. but they draw the line 
at becoming your friend. Their narrow. 
minded provincialism rejects real friend. 
ships with outsiders to those with even the 
best intentions. 

As far as I am concerned. I have had 
enough of Bermuda. [ll never go back. 
Stuart still calls often to patch things up 
but from where I look things are dead. I’m 
not in love with him any more. I was once 
and loved being in love. I think Bermuda 
society ruined everything for us. They just 
wouldn’t let us live. But I’m not thinking 
about divorce. The law on the island re- 
quires a couple to have been married for 
at least three years before a property set- 
tlement is possible. I have time. I’m re- 
gaining my health after a month in the 
hospital. I was emotionally and physically 
spent. I needed time to pull myself to- 
gether and get back into the swing of show 
business. I now have my new act and am 
ready for another fling in the spotlight. 
I have Bermuda to thank for at least one 
thing: I learned a lot working the shows 
at the Grotto. I know timing and audiences 
and delivery. They were tough to please 
down there and I learned new techniques. 

Yet, Bermuda has much to recommend 
it. As a vacation resort, the sun is warm 
and the pace is slow and relaxed. It is one 
of the prettiest of islands. But a broad- 
minded society is not one of its virtues. 
An outsider feels welcome only so long a+ 
he has money—preferably American dol- 


lars—to spend. After that. he is better off 
gone. THE END 


Read... 


HOW TO END 
A LOVE AFFAIR 
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Discarded Wife 


(Continued from Page 40) 


dishes in the kitchen sink? I reckon that'll 
just about square us for that blue plate 
special.” Pop tilted his bird-like head. “Or 
mebbe you can pay your bill?” 

I was just about to tell Pop to take it out 
of my salary when Mark threw back his 
head and laughed. “Mister. that’s the best 
commentary on modern poetry I’ve heard 
vet!” He slapped his notebook against an 
outstretched palm. “More than a year’s 
work in here and not worth a meal in a 
roadside hash house!” Mark rolled up his 
sleeves and came around the end of the 
counter. “Not only will I wash your dishes 
but I will also present you with my entire 
collection of poems!” he announced. 

Later, when I went off duty at midnight. 
Mark walked me to the tiny tourist cabin 
Pop rented to me at a reduced rate. The 
occupants of all the other cabins in the 
semi-circular courtyard had retired and the 
only light was the faint reddish glow from 
the diner’s neon sign blending with the 
pale moonlight. My hand rested lightly in 
Mark’s as we strolled along. Suddenly he 
stopped, and we listening to the 
lonely call of a bird in the distance. 

“The ‘call of the wild.’” he said jok- 
ingly. 

“That means you'll be moving on.” I 
sadly. wishing desperately I could put into 
words the strange stirring in my breast. 
It seemed as though I'd known him all my 
life and now that it was time for him to go 
the prospect of tomorrow without him sad- 
It was impossible to explain; 


stood 


said 


dened me. 
that’s the way it was. 

Mark jammed his fists into his pockets. 
“A few hours ago I would have said good- 
bye and started on down the highway with- 
out once looking back.” he told me, and 
his voice was full of bewilderment. “But 
it’s different now. Belle. I've been beating 
around the country looking for something, 
never could stay in one place very long 
without getting itchy feet. But right now 
I feel more at home than I ever have any- 
where in the whole 48 states!” 

He placed his hands on my shoulders 
and peered questioningly into my upturned 
face. “I don’t know whether it’s the magic 
of the moonlight on the Ohio landscape, 
or—” 

I waited breathlessly, my body tingling 
under the pressure of his strong fingers. 
“Or what, Mark?” 

He didn’t answer me, but his eyes, deep 
and dark under the shadow of his heavy 
brows, studied me as if memorizing every 
feature of my face. I heard the sharp in- 
lake of his breath as I heard my voice 
pleading in a strained tone, “Take me with 
you, Mark! Don’t leave me alone!” 

As if moved by some powerful outside 
force. we pressed together until we blended 


ground, 
burn- 


into one shadow on the moonlit 
one passionate heartbeat. one eager. 
ing kiss. My lips, hard against his. told of 
my loneliness, my longing for love. my 
need for affection. And in turn. Mark’s vio- 
lent caresses promised a lifetime of devo- 
tion and tender care. 

Mark led me to the bench outside my 
cabin and we sat down. I rested my head 
on his bread chest and his arms enfolded 
me gently. We talked softly for a while. 
exchanging the memories. the hopes and 
every now and 
enrap- 


dreams that came to mind. 
then stealing kisses that 
tured heart soaring above the tips of the 


sent my 
gently swaying elms towering over us. 
The rising sun was tinting the eastern 
sky when I awoke. still cradled in Mark’s 
arms on the bench. And that wonderful 
morning life seemed to have no beginning 
before Mark’s appearance in the diner and 
my joyous heart told me it would never end 
somewhere in my 


as long as he was 


sient. . . . 


NOV. SOMEONE shoved another mar- 

tini into my hand and I was forced to 
take my eyes off Mark. standing 
corner flanked by two glamorous women. 
The martini had been offered by Bill 
Cowan. Mark’s agent. “You should be very 
proud of that husband of yours. Belle.” he 
beamed. “A terrific writer! He'll be the 
most popular literary figure we’ve had in 


in one 


years. 

“In some circles, at least,” I commented 
wryly. 

Bill threw a quick glance at Mark and 
his admirers, then patted my hand in a 
“The price of fame. Belle. 
he advised. “It 


fatherly gesture. 
Don’t let it worry 
doesn’t mean anything.” 

But I couldn’t help wondering if any one 
of the well-groomed, smartly-dressed crea- 
tures fussing around Mark could have en- 
dured five minutes of being married to him. 
Not that I regretted a single moment of our 
marriage; on the contrary, I treasured 
sacrifice. every triumph and every 
had shared the 12 months we 

Bill had bustled off to 
important guest or an- 
untouched drink 


- 
you, 


every 
failure we 
had been together. 
buttonhole 
other. leaving me 
and thoughts of the past. ... 


some 
to my 


We had left Pop’s place the morning 
after Mark’s arrival, deciding that we 


would get married as soon as we reached 
New York. Pop was skeptical when I told 
him I was quitting, but wished me luck 
and gave me Mark’s notebook of poems for 
a wedding present. “Mebbe you can do 
better with em out East than you could 
here.” he said. “At least you might be able 
to buy a meal with ’em!” 


Then came the long, bone-jolting bus 
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ride. the frantic search for a place to live 
and setting up housekeeping after a fash- 
ion on the few dollars I had. Mark had 
started on his novel and I took a job as 
waitress. But soon it was apparent that it 
would be impossible to work and keep 
Mark happy. He would insist that I stay 
home and help him with his manuscript. 

He’d say, “You know I don’t type fast 
enough to keep up with my thoughts, and 
besides, nobody can read my pencil scrib- 
bling but you, darling.” 

I tried sitting up nights typing for him, 
but that didn’t work out either. “You come 
home so tired and beat out you’re no help 
at all, Belle!” he’d complain. Then he’d 
fling out an arm dramatically and an- 
nounce in mock seriousness, “You know, 
I’m not really a Bohemian at heart.” 

Neither was I, although it had been fun 
at first; living starkly in a large room, 
sleeping on padded springs set on bricks, 
lights from an extension cord spliced to the 
hall meter, and the floor littered with 
hooks, ashtrays and discarded sheets of 
Mark’s manuscript. Mark had thrown ev- 

ry ounce of his energy into work on the 

novel, even to the point of suppressing his 
irdor for me and I spent many a night 
lying awake beside his sleeping form. tor- 
tured by a consuming desire for his tender 
loving. 

The book dominated his life; he was like 
1 madman, permitting his beard to grow, 
iot in imitation of the fiction-type author, 
hut because he wouldn’t spare the time to 
have. We never had visitors, even though 
ve had met a few people since our arrival 
n New York. all of whom seemed to be 
nterested in our welfare. 

Now and then. someone would drop in 
with an armful of groceries and I would 
force Mark to stop his work long enough 
to eat a decent meal—a rare event in our 
hermit-like existence—and later, we'd sip 
herry and listen to phonograph records of 
Latin rhythms, Mark’s only diversion. But 
soon. Mark would become restless, eager to 
get back to work, and if the guest didn’t 
take the broad hints he’d drop, Mark 
would suddenly announce he was bored 
ind abruptly end the visit. 

Day after day after day I did Mark’s 
typing, jotted down ideas he’d toss out, 
until eventually I could almost predict the 
y he would phrase a sentence, describe a 
character, or dictate a line of dialogue. And 
there were many nights, long after Mark 
had fallen the bed exhausted, I 
would be turning out pages and pages of 
his budding novel. Without stopping to 
wonder whether or not he would approve, I 
would often rearrange Mark’s words or 
polish a sentence here and there. I didn’t 
know it then, but the editing I did on the 
book was destined to widen the rift that 
eventually grew between us. 
were times when Mark would 
an especially creative streak and 
pacing the floor and tugging at his beard, 


04 


Wwe 


across 


There 


stl ike 


he would pour out words in a continuous 
stream. I would type directly from his 
dictation on these occasions and he would 
constantly taunt me into going on and on, 
until one night I literally keeled over in 
nervous and physical exhaustion. Then he 
picked me up in his arms, tenderly as if I 
were a child, and carried me over to our 
raised pallet in one corner of the room. 

When my eyes fluttered open, Mark was 
sitting beside me on the edge of the bed 
caressing my forehead with his big. sur- 
prisingly gentle hands. “I’m sorry. darling. 
I should have known.” he said apologet- 
ically. “I get going like this and forget 
about everything—even you. And _ that’s 
bad!” 

“You’re doing all right now.” I smiled 
wanly, hoping he would keep up the sooth- 
ing massage of my throbbing temples. The 
nearness of him. the touch of his fingers 
drove away the pain as if by magic. As my 
tense body gradually relaxed, my senses 
became alert to his masculine magnetism 
and I encircled his neck with my arms. I 
pulled his head down until our lips nearly 
touched and I felt the muscles in his lithe 
body tighten. 

He hesitated for a moment. then crushed 
my lips in a passionate kiss. I tried to 
transmit to him my craving for affection, 
my yearning for love and tenderness. But 
with a moan of despair, Mark tore himself 
away and stood in the center of the room, 
his face in his hands. 

“Please. darling! Please help me!” he 
cried. “It’s hard enough as it is.” He 
whirled and knelt beside me. his face twist- 
ed in anguish. “Try to understand me, 
Belle.” he pleaded. 

“T—] don’t know what you mean. Mark,” 
I faltered. a vague fear tugging at my 
heart. 

“Listen carefully.” he said softly. search- 
ing my face literally as if eager to see even 
a trace of understanding. “Maybe there’s 
something wrong with me. I don’t know. 
You know I love you. Belle. but when I’m 
working—when I’m trying to create, it 
seems that nothing else in the world exists. 
Food. drink—even love!” 

I bit my lips savagely to keep back the 
pleading words that I longed to pour out; 
words begging for just a small crumb of 
affection, something to renew my sagging 
spirits and revive my love-starved soul. 
Smiling bravely. I reached out and ran my 
fingers through his hair. 

“T think I understand.” I said soothingly. 
If Mark felt that every atom of his energy 
must be preserved for his creative efforts 
and that even one brief interlude of love 
would drain too much from him. there was 
nothing left to do but give him my sym- 
pathy and patience even if I did not fully 
understand. “Far be it from me to stand in 
the way of genius!” I added flippantly. 

I went back to the typewriter and re- 
sumed my work. Time enough for pleasure 


after the book was completed. I consoled 
myself, 


But NOW, as I wavered between endyp. 

ing the unpleasant afternoon with 
Mark’s new friends and the desire to slip 
quietly out and go home, I suddenly real. 
ized that even after the book had been 
accepted, Mark and I had had so little time 
with each other. First, there were the 
countless revisions to be made in the map. 
uscript. The publisher had given Mark q 
$500 advance and we were able to live and 
work without worrying about the day-to. 
day necessities of life. 

But after I had typed and re-typed and 
finally finished my end of the novel. Mark 
was kept constantly on the go by both his 
agent and the publisher, planning sales 
promotion and publicity for the new book, 
New York’s literary set “discovered” Mark 
and he was hailed as the newest “find” 
I saw him only between speaking engage. 
ments or appointments with editors. and 
then only long enough to get a_ hurried 
peck on the cheek by way of greeting or 
farewell. 

The truth of his busy days and nights 
I didn’t even suspect. With the money from 
the publisher. I managed to work out a 
budget that enabled me to spend some. 
thing on the apartment. I bought bright 
colored drapes for the big window in the 
front of the studio and shopping in out-of- 
the-way second-hand stores, I found won- 
derful pieces of furniture that needed only 
a coat of new paint to transform § them 
into useful and decorative objects. When 
I had finished. our place was no longer a 
drab “Bohemian” attic workshop. but the 
living quarters worthy of the author of the 
best seller. Fate Comes Calling. 

But now I saw that while I contented 
myself with playing the self-effacing role 
of the perfect housewife, Mark had le 
fame and success go to his head. Appar 
ently he had found time to become well 
acquainted with all sorts of attractive 
women because those who surrounded him 
now, cocktail glasses in one hand and foot- 
long cigarette holders in the other. were 
not strangers to him. I watched them, 
hovering over him like so many painted 
moths around a flame. 

One blonde, her bright jersey dres 
clinging to every voluptuous curve, grabbed 
Mark’s hand and dragged him off into é 
secluded corner and soon they were ab 
sorbed in deep conversation. 

“That’s Leah Adams,” a voice at mY 
elbow whispered. and I turned to see Ell 
worth King watching Mark and his lovely 
companion with a faint expression @ 
amusement on his thin, clean-shaven face. 
“She’s an actress.” he explained, “bil 
here lately her activities haven’t been col 
fined to the stage.” 

“So I see!” I quipped with a casualnes 
I certainly did not feel. 

He put a comforting hand on my at. 
“It doesn’t mean anything. Belle. Leal 
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tablished escaped us; my pride in Mark’s 
ability and his obvious excitement over 
starting something new seemed to clash 
instead of mesh together as in the past. A 
wall had grown up between us and with 
dull resignation I realized that it was too 
late to do anything about it. 

Nevertheless, Mark made no attempt to 
tell me what he had in mind. “I’m going to 
dramatize the novel,” he said listlessly. 
“Tl eah—that is, J think it would be a good 
play.” 

“She’s going to be in it?” It was more a 
tatement of something I instinctively felt 
rather than a question. 

He nodded. “She knows a_ producer 
who’s willing to back it. She—” He licked 
his lips nervously. “She’s helping me write 
the thing.” 

My heart skipped a beat. My brain 
reeled under the impact of what his words 

days spent with a man-crazy ac- 
nights together alone—. “I’m so 
happy for you, Mark,” I finally managed. 
“I’m sure you'll do a good job—both of 


neant 


tress 


u,. 


PMHE NEXT DAY, Mark was up and out 
before I awoke from a stupor-like sleep. 
[ was at loose ends; my life suddenly had 

» purpose. For so long I had been a part 
of Mark’s work, almost to the point of feel- 
ng that the book was as much mine as his, 

would be impossible now for me to be 
ontent with the routine chores of an ordi- 
y housewife. Yet, what could I do with 
ny time or my ambitions? 

What hurt the most was knowing that 
Leah was to work on the play. Mark’s 
irning to her for help and inspiration was 

rearing a child. then offering it for 
idoption just when it had reached the 
of real understanding and affection. 
The more I thought of it, the more certain 
[ was that I could forgive Mark almost 
inything else but that. Even a passing 
flair with some other woman wouldn’t be 
heartbreaking as sharing our novel with 
mmeone else. I told myself. 

Then I learned that Mark’s interest in 
Leah went far beyond the realm of collab- 
ration on a play and my world fell apart. 
lo begin with, my worst fears were real- 

d when Mark and Leah began working 

the first draft of the play. He had start- 

blocking out the scenes and the action, 
every day just as he hit a good pro- 
ictive streak, Leah would phone and take 
away from the tyepwriter. At first, 
lark virtually squirmed in embarrassment 
ng those long conversations, for it was 

to tell from his guarded replies that 

e was talking about everything under the 

except the play. Finally it got to the 
int where he would openly make dates 
her. always with the excuse later to 


| 
that 


it was “business.” 
mehow, I found ways to occupy myself 
iuse Mark had gruffly rejected my first 


to help him and I had not mentioned 


it again. I did not even bother to clean up 
his corner of the studio anymore. afraid 
I'd disturb his precious manuscript. But 
one day. after Mark had left hurriedly for 
a “conference” with Leah, I decided to 
straighten up his cluttered desk because 
we were having guests that night. As I 
gathered up the scattered sheets of paper, 
I tried to keep my eyes off the typewritten 
words. Mark had made it painfully clear 
that he didn’t want anyone to see what he 
had done until it was completed. 

But a poem. neatly typed on a separate 
sheet of paper. caught my attention. Idly 
I picked it up and began to read— 


I have a million rivals, 

All eager for your love. 

They might as well be reaching 
For some distant star above. 


I know that you are mine, dear. 
Your lips have told me so. 

And there are countless things 
That only a heart can know. 


Your arms are like- 


But I couldn’t read further. The 
title. shimmering in my tear-blurred vision. 
told the story—“To Leah, My Golden God- 
dess.” 

I don’t know how long I stood there. un- 
able to move or think or feel. But I was 
still standing. clinging to the desk for sup- 
port. Mark walked in. His face 
twisted into an ugly scowl as his eyes 
darted from me to the paper I still held in 
my trembling hand. If only he had said 
something: denied the cold printed words 


any 


when 


on that sheet of paper I held! 

But almost too casually he pulled out a 
cigarette and lit it. then walked over and 
pulled the poem from my nerveless fingers. 
“Well?” The word fell from his lips like 
a challenge. 

“Ts it true. Mark?” I asked, making no 
effort to check the tears that streamed 
down my cheeks. 

His gaze faltered and he turned away. 
pacing the floor as he always did when 
faced with a problem. “Belle, we might as 
well face it. Things have changed—we’ve 
changed.” 

“Have we?” I asked dully. 

“Of course!” he snapped. “Nothing stays 
the same. Well—I’ve found out that there’s 
lots this than Id 
dreamed of.” 

I smiled wryly. “Of course there is, 
Mark. But we can discover it together— 
unless it’s too late.” 

“T don’t know how to say this.” Mark 
began. “Lord knows I don’t want to hurt 
you. Belle. but—” 

My fingernails were digging into my 
palms so hard the pain almost blinded me. 
“Don’t try to spare my feelings. We’re both 
grownup,” I managed. 

“That’s just the point,” he said, stab- 


more to world ever 


bing at me with the cigarette between his 
fingers, “maybe I’ve grown a little more 
than you have. Maybe that’s the trouble.” 

I let him talk. For hours. it seemed, 
Mark rambled on and on, trying to justify 
his obsession with Leah. He talked of her 
interest in his work. the inspiration she 
gave him. but all the time I knew that 
basically there was just one reason for the 
full-hipped. high-breasted actress’ attrac. 
tion for Mark—sex. 

Thinking back to the day of Mark’s lit. 
erary tea. I saw where I had made my 
mistake. Instead of using the publisher's 
advance to make myself attractive and to 
keep abreast of the fast-paced merry-go. 
round of activity in which Mark had be. 
come involved. I allowed myself to fall by 
the wayside and let life pass me by. And | 
knew that now it was too late to recapture 
what I had lost. Even if I glamorized my. 
self. bought new clothes and learned to 
spout the bright. inconsequential chatter 
of the social butterflies, I would have to 
wait until Mark got Leah out of his system, 

But at that moment, IT wasn’t sure that 
he could ever get free from her and even 
less confident that I would want him back 
then. 

“T suppose you want to go to her,” T said 
resignedly. 

Mark was profuse in his expressions of 
concern for my welfare. I wouldn't have 
to worry about expenses, he assured me, 
and the flat would belong to me. “We 
might as well part friends.” he said. obvi- 
ously relieved that I hadn’t gone into a fit 
of hysterics. “and Vl do right by you. 
You’ve got nothing to worry about.” 

Nothing to worry about—except empty 
arms and lonely nights and a life ahead 
without love or companionship. Nothing to 
worry about except that from this day for- 
ward. life as I knew it was over. It was as 
final as the Jast word in the last sentence 
in Mark’s book; only two words remained 
—‘The End.” 


UT SOMEHOW. life goes on in spite of 

even the greatest tragedy and time 
does heal all wounds. just as they say. I 
went through the motions of living. but 
only a part of me was alive. Yet, with this 
part of my being functioning. T managed 
to earn my own living by starting a script- 
typing service. and Ellsworth King saw to 
it that I had plenty of work. Not only did 
he pay me to type his manuscripts, but he 
taught me how to set up radio scripts and 
do other kinds of typing for his friends. In 
less than a year I had built up my business 
to the point where I could afford to hire a 
girl to do routine copying. while I handled 
more complicated orders. 

I never saw Mark, although it was hard 
not to hear something about him from one 
or another of the writers who gave me 
their business. I heard that he and Leah 
were somewhere up in Connecticut work- 
ing on the play, then they were out on 
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Long Island, staying at the home of the 
producer who planned to back the show. 
Someone else saw them at Sardi’s, and an- 
other saw them at a Broadway opening 
night. But the same question haunted me 
that puzzled everyone else—‘“when does 
the guy write?” 

But apparently he did find time to write, 
for one day Bill Cowan. Mark’s agent, 
phoned and asked me to come to his office. 
When I arrived Bill was in an agitated 
state, but refrained from telling the pur- 
pose of his call until after the formalities 
were over. 

“You're looking great!” he s 
astically, taking both my hands in 
“Mark must have been crazy to have—” 
He stopped, not knowing quite what to say. 

“That’s all right. Bill.’ I told him. “I 
can talk about it now. How is he?” 

Bill shrugged his shoulders and made a 
face. “That’s what I want to talk to you 
about. Belle.” He into a desk 
drawer and took out a thick manuscript 
and tossed it onto the desk. “He’s finally 
finished the play.” 

I restrained my impulse to reach out for 
the script. “How is it?” I asked casually. 

Bill thrust out his lower lip. “Between 
the two of us. Belle. the man who wrote 
Fate Comes Calling, couldn't possibly have 
The style, the technique 


aid enthusi- 
his. 


reached 


written this play. 
—everything is totally different.” 


“Maybe Leah is responsible.” I sug- 
gested. 
“Listen,” he said. thumping the bulky 


script with a fist, “If that dizzy she-wolf 
wrote two words of this thing. I'll eat it!” 

“But is it a good play, Bill? That’s all 
I want to know.” 

He picked up the play and brought it 
over to me. “I want you to read it first,” he 
said, “Frankly, I'm stumped. don’t know 
what to think. Get to it as soon as possible, 
Belle. I promised Mark an answer by the 
end of the week.” 

That night I read Mark’s play, adapted 
from his novel. The only 
similarity between the book and the drama- 
tization were the title and the names of 
the characters; everything else had been 
changed. My heart when I 
finally turned the last page and laid down 
the script. I didn’t know how, but the play 
must never be produced, I decided. Mark 
would be the laughing stock of the theater. 

When I returned to Cowan’s office the 
next day. he studied me a moment, then 
asked, “Well, what’s the verdict?” 

“Remember, I’m no critic, and I’m cer- 
I warned him. 
“Don’t apologize, I 


It was hopeless. 


was heavy 


tainly not a writer,” 

He held up a hand. 
know all that. I want your opinion be- 
cause I respect your judgment.” 

“Well then—” I shook my head sadly. 
“Mark wrote some poetry once. It was 
pretty bad. This is worse.” 

“Did you get the feeling that maybe this 
was Mark writing, but that all the life had 


gone out of him; that these were his words 


but that all the strength and power in the 
novel was missing?” 

“That’s it.” I agreed. “I didn’t know 
quite how to put it, but it was Mark with- 
out the real Mark showing through.” 

“And you know why?” Bill demanded. 

“No. Tell the lady why, Bill. and let me 
in on it, It was Mark! Standing in 
the doorway. a superior smile on his face, 
he added. “Your secretary told me you 
were busy. Bill. but when I learned who 
was in here with you, I barged in.” 

“Come in. Mark, come on in!” Bill said 
with false heartiness. “We were just dis- 
cussing the play.” 

“Good. Anything you’d care to say. or 
would you rather say it behind my back?” 
Bill said cau- 


too.” 


“It’s very—interesting,” 
tiously. “Very interesting.” 

Mark snorted. “You were about to tell 
my wife why the ‘real Mark’ didn’t come 
through in the play. Was it because she 
was collaborator on the novel and not the 
play?” he demanded angrily. “Was it be- 
cause she edited the book behind my back. 
twisted my words to suit her own ideas?” 

I was shocked. “Mark! How can you say 
such things?” 

“You'd be surprised how easy it is, now 
that my eyes are open!” he shouted. “Leah 
was right. You did worm yourself into the 
book, but thank God this play is mine—all 
mine. That’s why you don’t like it!” 

“But I did like the play. Mark.” 
sisted. “Just a little revision will— 

He grabbed the manuscript and stalked 
and I started after him. 


I in- 


toward the door, 


“Let him go,” Bill advised and I sank 
back into my seat. At the door, Mark 
turned and glared at both of us. 

“My play will be produced,” he said 


evenly, “and neither you nor Bill nor any- 
one else is going to change one word in 


it!” Then he was gone. 


UN NOW, I had managed to keep 

' Mark out of my thoughts. His infat- 
uation with Leah was a bitter pill to swal- 
low; knowing that her man prefers an- 
other woman is the cruelest blow a woman 
can suffer. And it was only natural that 
my feeling for Mark ought to be a mixture 
of hatred and disgust. After what we had 
been to each other, his treatment of me 
certainly gave me the right to harbor a 
desire for revenge. 

Yet. I could find only pity in my heart. 
I had an inkling of what was wrong be- 
tween Mark and me, and Bill Cowan had 
an idea, too. 

“The critics will murder him if that play 
hits the boards.” Bill said thought- 
and I could tell his mind was on an- 
matter, which he wanted to talk 
“T think I know what’s wrong with 
“I’ve thought it for a 


ever 
fully, 
other 
about. 
Mark,” 
long time, but now I’m sure.” 

I waited, my heart pounding furiously. 
Of my continued love for Mark, there was 
I'd known the mo- 
that no 


he ventured. 


no longer any doubt. 
ment he’d walked into that office, 
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matter what he had done—or ever would 
do—I was his forever. 

Perhaps Bill had found the key to 
\lark’s failure as a playwright. His brows 
were knitted in deep study. Then he folded 
his hands and laid them on the desk. 
“Belle, the trouble with Mark is you!” he 
told me, as if pronouncing a world-shaking 
dea. To me, it was world-shaking, and I 
held my breath until he continued. “With- 
out you, Mark is neither a man—nor a 
writer. Sure, you helped him on the book 
and now he resents it. But it’s a lot deeper 
than that. You were the spark that made 
him the genius he was when the book was 
eing written; you gave him that special 
something that means the difference be- 
tween a real author and a literary hack.” 

[ lowered my eyes. “So what do you 
think will happen now?” IT asked softly. 

Bill gave a little shrug. “Mind you, I’m 
10t writing this script—nobody writes them 
for real life people. But I’ve been around 
and Mark is not the first guy I’ve seen go 
overboard. The money, the publicity, the 
women—. But it wears off. Sooner or later 
the guy wakes up.” 

“Can you guarantee that?” I asked with 

wry smile. 

Bill shook his head. “Nobody can guar- 
intee anything when it comes to how a guy 
will act. But just the same, it’s up to you, 
Belle.” 

“T—I don’t understand.” 

“Sooner or later Mark is going to be 
jarred back to reality; he'll have to face 
he facts of life. This play of his will be 
produced because Leah has_ evidently 
talked some guy with dough into being 
angel. The play will flop—or else I’ve been 
in the wrong business for 10 years. That'll 
be the point when Mark wakes up, and 
one of two things will happen.” Bill held 
ip a finger to emphasize his point. “Num- 
ber one. he’ll be so discouraged and dis- 
appointed he'll never write again. Take it 
from me. all those fancy friends of his will 
drop him like a hot potato—Leah included. 
He’ll be all alone.” 

I forced myself to follow Bill’s argu- 
ments, even though it meant stirring up 
old and bitter memories. “What's the al- 


ternative?” 

“Well, number two, he’ll find the morn- 
ing after his opening night that he still has 
it least one friend left, that there’s only 
ne person who can give him what he 
eeds to make him a truly great writer— 


p99 
you! 


In my heart I knew what he said was 
true, but at the same time I knew it would 
require a lot from me, maybe more than 
[ could give. Bill sensed my doubts. 

“It'll be tough for you, Belle. I guess I 
lon’t have to tell you that. He’s riding 
high right now and you'll be snubbed and 
enored and laughed at behind your back 
while he’s letting Leah lead him around by 
he nose. But mark my words—there’ll 
ome a day when he'll need you. The ques- 
tion is, will you be there?” 

! promised to think it over, but between 


IO 


Ellsworth’s ardent attention and more 
work than I could handle, the urgency of 
Bill's theoretical problem faded into the 
background. I had serious doubts whether 
I even wanted to resume life with Mark. 
After all. I had been living alone for a long 
time and I[ had gotten to like it. Several 
weeks passed before I heard anything 
about Mark. Then I read a newspaper item 
announcing that casting had begun on his 
new play. Leah. of course, had the lead 
role. 

Then. one day. I received a letter with 
two tickets for opening night and after 
thinking it over. I decided to attend with 
Ellsworth. On opening night. I dressed 
carefully and with a newly-acquired knowl- 
edge of makeup and beauty care. My hair 
was drawn severely back into a big bun 
at the nape of my neck and my gown hung 
off my bare shoulders at just the right 
angle. When Ellsworth called for me. he 
blinked his eyes in surprise. He rushed 
over to me and swept me into his arms. but 
instead of the platonic kiss he’d always 
jokingly placed on my cheek. he crushed 
a burning kiss on my lips. 

I was so astonished at his unexpected 
display of emotion. it took me several sec- 
onds to recover. But the fierceness of his 
embrace awakened something within me 
and I found myself eagerly returning his 
kisses. My arms clutched him with a des- 
perate passion; I'd been without affection 
for too long. Finally. he released me and 
I stepped back to recover my poise. Was 
my response to Ellsworth a sign of an un- 
suspected love for him that had developed 
those months I'd known him. or was I just 
eager for love—from anyone? 

My mind was still in this confused state 
when we arrived at the theater. We hadn't 
talked much after that kiss. Ellsworth had 
merely said. “Well. I guess you know it 
now. Are you going to make an honest 
man of me?” 

“Please. Ellsworth. not now,” I pleaded. 
“T—I don’t know what happened to me 
just then. I acted like a silly schoolgirl.” 
I Jaughed in embarrassment. “Give me 
time to think it through.” 

He pressed my hand to his lips and 
smiled. “Sure. you've got plenty of time. 
From now until—tomorrow morning! I 
can’t wait any longer. Belle. darling. It’s 
been hard enough pretending to be just a 
friend all this time.” 

I patted his cheek tenderly. 
time?” 

“Ever since that first day!” He grew 
serious. “Come on. we'd better go if we 
want to see the curtain go up. And after 
it comes down. we'll be through with Mark 
Gibson. Then you can concentrate on me!” 
seats. I 


“A Jong 


As we were ushered to our 
caught a glimpse of Mark nervously pac- 
ing the lobby and puffing at a cigarette. 
His face was drawn and haggard and my 
heart went out to him. But Ellsworth hur- 
ried me along into the theater and we took 
our seats and waited. 

I knew all along just how it would be, 
but actually seeing it tore my heart to 


shreds. Bill Cowan’s prediction came pain. 
fully true. From the moment the curtain 
rose, the audience too seemed to sense thay 
they were seeing both the birth and the 
death of a new play. 

Leah paraded and posed amateurishly 
scene after scene and recited Mark’s dis 
appointingly dull dialogue as if she were 
on a grammar school graduation program, 
By the middle of the third act. it was 
painful to me, I hastily apologized to Ells. 
worth and rushed out into the lobby. 

Mark was standing dejectedly in a cor. 
ner, surrounded by a pile of crushed ciga. 
rette butts at his feet. Instinctively. I wen 
over to him and held out my hand. “Mark 
—” [ said. then stopped, not knowing what 
to say. 

He smiled bitterly and shook his head. 
“Don’t say you’re sorry. I couldn’t take it, 
delle.” He took my hand and held it tight. 
ly and we stood there for a while. not talk. 
ing. Now and then gales of laughter floated 
out from the audience and each time Mark 
winced as if struck in the face. He had 
written a serious play. a play he had hoped 
would be a dramatic triumph, and the first 
night audience reacted as if seeing a come. 
dy performed. 

“What are you going to do, Mark?” | 
asked. 

He looked deep into my eyes and there 
was an air of confidence in the way he held 
his head. “Once I thought that if some. 
thing like this happened to me it would be 
the end of everything.” 

“Tt’s not easy to end everything.” I said 
sympathetically. 

“That’s right. Belle. even when a dope 
like me does his best to mess up his own 
life and that of his wife. I’ve gone through 
hell for two hours but I’m straight now. 
I know what I’ve got to do.” 

I held my breath. “Yes?” 

“I’m going to write another play! A 
good one this time. the one this should have 
been.” 

His face blurred as tears of happiness 
brimmed in my eyes. “Do you need a good 
typist. darling?” I asked softly. 

His answer was a tender kiss that sent 
the blood pounding through my veins and 
my head reeled drunkenly. It was a deeper. 
more satisfying and more thrilling sensa- 
tion than Ellsworth’s kiss had produced. 
and I knew then what my answer would 
have to be. 

We didn’t wait for the final curtain, but 
turned and strolled out of the lobby. our 
arms linked, and headed down 43rd Stree! 
towards Broadway. The lights of the Great 
White Way never blinked so brightly be- 
fore and I knew deep inside me that the 
future awaiting Mark and me was evel 
brighter. 

Yes, sometimes fame and fortune daze 
our men and they turn to other wome?. 
But I wonder if things might not turn oul 
differently if we stuck by them despite acl- 
ing hearts and wounded pride. Sure, it may 
be hard to do. but in my case it was well 
worth the sacrifice. I got my husband back. 


THE END 





ime pain 
e curtain 
ense that 
and the 


teurishly 
ark’s dis 
she were 
program. 
it was so 
1 to Ells. 
by. 

in a cor- 
hed Ciga- 
v. [ went 
. “Mark 


ing what 


nis head. 
t take it. 
| it tight. 
not talk- 
r floated 
me Mark 

He had 
ad hoped 
the first 
a come: 


lark?” | 


nd there 
, he held 
if some. 
would be 


; I said 


1 a dope 
his own 
through 
rht now. 


fay! A 
uld have 


appiness 


da good 


hat sent 
eins and 
1 deeper. 
g sensa- 
roduced. 
r would 


tain, but 
bby. ou! 
-d Street 
he Great 
chtly_be- 
that the 
Fas even 
e dazzle 
women. 
turn oul 
pite ach- 
ep, it may 
was well 
nd back. 
[E END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


A crazy, mixed-up love affair is one of 
the chief reasons the new LP album by 
handsome. unattached Johnny Hartman is 
easily the best thing he’s ever done. He 
admits he’s crying his heart out on the 
sentimental tunes, which he selected. 

Johnny Bragg, the inmate of 

Tennessee State Prison who penned 

the hit tune, Just Walking In The 

Rain. sung by Johnny Ray, has a new 

tune ready for release that is des- 

tined to be as big a hit. Its title: 

Evening Shadows—on a mambo 

beat. 

year sentence, has been in prison for 

17 years. 

songwriting earnings will go into the 

prison recreation fund, and the rest 


Bragg, who is serving a 99- 


Twenty per cent of his 


he’ll donate to worthwhile causes. 

Dolores Parker, who gave up her singing 
career a few months back to marry an 
Akron. Ohio, medic, has cut short her re- 
tirement and is promoting her latest wax- 
ing via a cross country disc jockey tour. 
The tune. There’s No Love For Me, was 
penned by hit song writer Bennie Benja- 
min. 

They’re saying Joe Louis had a 
hand in writing the lyrics of a new 
religious-pop ballad by 
young singer, Solomon Burke, You 
Can Run But You Can’t Hide. At any 
rate, Joe said those very same words 
to Billy Conn when Billy said Louis 
wouldn’t touch him in their heavy- 


recorded 


weight title bout. 

Eddie “Rochester” Anderson. who cele- 
brates 20 years with the Jack Benny show 
come Easter Sunday, is a grease-painted 
chip off the old block—his father was a 
minstrel singer and his mother’s career 
as a tight rope walker ended in a fall. 

The Calypso cutie who was billing 
herself as “Bahama Babe” and toss- 
ing hips at one of New York’s fash- 
ionable Calypso joints, is now sud- 
denly just plain Joan Johnson. 
Twenty-three-year-old Richard Otto. fid- 

dling half of the Sarah McLawler duo, was 
once a member of the Germantown (Pa.) 
Symphony Orchestra and String Quartet. 

Rose Hardaway of the shapely 
gams is having her nose re-shaped 
while on the West Coast. 

The Joe (Every Day) Williamses 
lullabying again. This makes number three. 
s daddy is house-hunting in New York, 
which is home for the Basie crew. 

Don Newcombe’s bar in Newark 
features two of his favorite pitches. 
One is a “Change Up” of pineapple 
juice and whiskey and the other is a 
“Fast One” of Vodka, bourbon and 
orange juice. Three “Fast Ones” and 


are 


you’re automatically out. 

Babs Gonzales busy making the rounds 
Promoting his latest on the Crazy Label. 
-.. “Here Today And Gone Tomorrow.” 


| 

















ca orite jor 
America’s Favor f 


Soft, Easy-to-Manage 


That’s So Very 








Endorsed by Top Stars Like 


Sarah Vaughan and Dizzy Gillespie 


Yes, it’s just as if you had naturally straight hair when 
the original and world’s 
largest selling cold permanent, cream hair straighten- 
er. Thousands of successful men and women now con- 
sider Perma-Strate their most important grooming aid. 
With Perma-Strate’s modern formula 
there’s no burn, no redness, no scalp irritation, and 
one simple application keeps hair softly straight for 
up to 6 months. So stop abusing your hair with hot 
combs, irons, harsh lye straighteners and other unsat- 
always insist on... 
genuine Perma-Strate Cream Hair Straightener. 


you use Perma-Strate 


You will too! 


isfactory creams. Always use... 


Natural-Looking! ‘ 


At druggists—S2 plus tax. If druggist can't supply, 
write 


Also use Perma-Strate Hair Sheen. . 
dry, brittle, breaking, and splitting hair. Only 75c plus tax. 

























erma-Strate, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 


. the hair conditioner, yo for dull, 





1 -. *. the Man 
fdtm You Wan 


Make Him Yours Alone Forever , 
You radiate the air of Love when you use 
this new, improved LURE PERFUME. Exotic, 
intriguing, mysterious — LURE PERFUME 
breathes of moonlit nights and romantic 
intoxicating trysts. Its strange overpowering 
fragrance seems to whisper “I Love You", 
drawing closer to your embrace the man 
you love. You'll be thrilled with your new 
charm with men. LURE PERFUME must help 
you, or I'll send your money right back. Com- 
plete with full directions, $2 postpaid 
or $2.50 C.0.D. Write me now. 
LURO CO., Dept. 106-D, Box 368, Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 














DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research, This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
> to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
. DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
INDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. 


FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 


blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-G 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 























IMITATION 


DIAMOND RINGS 
£$1.95 <"z $2.95 


both for 
Beautiful Solitaire and Wedd 


man on delivery 
d postage 
uaran 
Ring Co., Dept. 2083 
2349 Milwaukee Av., Chicage 47, UL 











This special deck of playing cards with 
secret code on back of each card tells YOU 
what each card is when lying face down. 
Easy directions explain code and how to 
do many kinds of “Magic” tricks. Use 
same deck for usual card Zames ch as 
poker, bridge. ete. Only $ : a deck 
today. SEND NO MON Send Name 
and Address. Pay postman on arrival only $2.98 plus post- 
age. Address HOLLISTER-WHITE CO., Dept. 501-M, 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Ilinois 


MAKE $50-S60 A WEEK 

You can learn at home in spare time. 
Choice of careers: practical nurse, 
nursing aide, hospital attendant, infant 
nurse, nurse-companion, doctor's oftice, 
ete. Course supervised by physician. 
58th year. Equipment included. Men, 
women, 18 to 60. High school not re- 
quired. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 773, 25 East Jackson Bivd., Chicago 4, II. 


























Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson poges. 
Name. ee 
City. State re’ 











My Love Was Blind 


Continued from Page 21 
o 


before Ollie spoke, I knew who it was. 

“Honey, this is my brother Steve!” Ollie 
vunded as if he would burst with pride. 
“Steve, this is Nadine. the girl I’m going 
» marry the day this shop starts paying 
for itself.” 

Steve unfolded his long legs and stood 
up. “Any girl of Ollie’s is a friend of 
ine.” he said. towering over me. “Come 
on. sit down, baby. I just got here. Ollie 

nd I have a lot to talk about.” 

\s I sat down next to Steve, I tried to 
shake off the numbing fear inside me. I 

vas a fool, I told myself. Why should I 

et upset because Ollie was so glad to see 
Steve ¢ 

“Maybe I ought to run out and get some- 
thing a little stronger,” Ollie suggested, 
refilling Steve’s glass. 

“Don’t bother, kid.” Steve said in his 
cruff voice. “These suds are just my speed. 
No more lushing for me.” 

“You on the wagon? Hey, that’s great!” 
Ollie said. I saw his eyes light up with sur- 
prise and pleasure. but the icy fingers 
around my heart only tightened their grip. 

Steve put his heavy arm around my 
shoulder and I tried to hide my growing 
lislike of him. “Since you're going to be 

1 the family. Nadine, you might as well 
know about me,” he said. 

“He’s—he’s been out in California,” Ol- 
lie put in hastily. 

Steve’s vulgar laugh boomed out in the 
tiny room. “That’s okay. kid. You don’t 
iave to cover for me any more. Yeah, I’ve 
been in California, all right—26th Street 
and California, the county jail!” 

An involuntary gasp escaped me and 
Ollie turned to me angrily. “It was a bum 
rap! He was framed!” 

Steve slammed his glass down on the 
table. “Maybe I was. maybe I wasn’t. Any- 
way, it’s all over now. Only it'll never be 
wer!” he added bitterly. “I’ve been out 
two months now and haven’t been able to 
set a job. Even in another state, every- 
thing’s swell until they find out I did time, 
then I get my walking papers!” 

Ollie’s face beamed. “But I’ve got the 
perfect solution, Steve!” he cried. “You 
come in with Oscar and me. There'll soon 
be enough work for all of us.” 

No, no! my heart cried out. Everything 
inside me was rebelling. I could see the 
whole world falling apart; the world Id 
planned for Ollie and me. smashed to bits 
by this hulking brute of a man. “But, 
Ollie I gasped. 

He turned to me, a puzzled look on his 
face. “What’s wrong?” 

There was plenty wrong. but what could 
[ say in front of Steve? “Nothing, nothing 
at all.” I stammered. 

Steve stared at me hard and I knew 
that 'd have to wait until Ollie and I were 
\~ he walked me to the streetcar 


ilone. 


OU 


line, I ventured. “Is it wise to take in an- 
other partner when you're just starting, 
Darling?” 

“How do you mean?” he asked coldly. 

“Well—a three-way split means less 
money all around. I thought the whole 
point was to get enough to get married on 
as soon as possible.” 

Ollie said nothing and I felt him with- 
drawing into himself. I felt a wall spring- 
ing up between us. “Why beat around the 
bush?” he demanded at last. “You're not 
half as worried about the shop as you are 
about Steve. That’s it. isn’t it?” 

“Oh. Ollie. I didn’t mean that!” 

“Then why didn’t you say all this back 
at the shop?” He took my arm roughly 
and swung me around to face him. “If any- 
body had ever told me this. I'd have 
blacked his eyes! You’re supposed to know 
all about rehabilitating people. but you're 
no better than the guys who fired Steve 
because of his record.” 

He'd never yelled at me that way before. 
All the tenderness was gone from his voice. 
It was harsh and angry and hurt. an imi- 
tation of Steve’s uncouth mouthings. 
“You've got it all wrong. darling.” I pro- 
tested, “Maybe I did use the shop as just 
an excuse. But it’s only because it’s you 
I’m worried about!” I fought back the 
tears that scalded my eyes. “I—I guess I’m 


afraid that with Steve around you'd 
change.” 
“I'm me.” he said shortly. “Maybe 


you're just finding out what kind of guy 
I really am and want to back out of our 
engagement.” 

“T love you. Ollie.” I said earnestly. “I 
fell in love with you because you are you. 
Let’s forget I ever said anything about 
Steve or the shop or anything else except 
the way I feel about you.” 

Ollie forgave me and rode all the way 
home with me that night. When we got to 
my door, he took me in his arms and 
kissed me. the way he always did. That 
goodnight embrace usually sent me run- 
ning upstairs. starry-eyed and singing. But 
it was missing that night. He was holding 
back part of himself. 

“Kiss me again.” I murmured softly. 

He did. But it still wasn’t right. 


AS THE weeks passed, business at the 
**% shop boomed, but Ollie and I were no 
closer to getting married than we'd been 
before he started school. He spent more 
and more time with Steve. even breaking 
dates with me and pretending he had to 
work late at the shop. Steve dominated his 
life completely. True enough. Steve tried 
to win my friendship. but I rebuffed his 
crude attempts, resentful that his evil in- 
fluence was ruining Ollie’s life and mine 
too. 

Then Ollie bought a new car, and we 


had our first quarrel. “At least you coul 
have asked me!” I flared when he droye 
up to the center and proudly showed it to 
me. 

“Don’t you like it, Nadine?” he asked 
in hurt tones. 

“Oh, it’s beautiful!” I said sarcastically. 
“But I had the crazy notion that yoy 
wanted me, not a car.” 

“But I’m in business, I need a car,” he 
insisted. “And Steve agrees. Besides, we 
can go places in it when we’re married.” 

“You mean if we’re married.” I shot 
back. 

“Well. if that’s the way you feel,” he 
shouted. “I guess I’m wasting my time 
here!” 

It was a beautiful car, I reflected sadly 
as I watched the shiny convertible speed 
down the street. but to me at that moment 
it was a symbol of what had come between 
us. Steve had said it was okay. so Ollie 
had bought the car. Maybe he had to ask 
Steve’s permission to marry me! 

I didn’t see Ollie again until the follow. 
ing Friday night at our regular dance ses. 
sion. By that time. I was willing to beg his 
forgiveness, plead with him to say that 
everything was all right again. I noted 
with dismay that he had brought Steve 
along. The long black convertible stood at 
the curb. Steve took a seat on one of the 
benches along the wall and sat there try- 
ing to catch the eye of one of the young 
women across the room. 

As Ollie and I danced, I saw her get up 
and join Steve and they fell into a deep 
conversation. Ollie was holding me stiffly, 
moving his feet mechanically to the music. 

“TI missed you, darling,” I said softly. 

“The shop’s been going full blast.” he 
explained. “You know how it is.” 

All of a sudden. I could no longer play 
a fencing game. I wanted this settled once 
and for all. “Ollie, doesn’t it make any 
difference to you that we keep putting off 
our marriage? People sort of drift away 
from each other when things drag on and 
on.” I blurted out. 

“How can that happen if they really love 
each other?” he asked stolidly. 

All the pent up emotion inside me burst 
like an exploding skyrocket. “Then maybe 
you don’t love me!” I thrust myself from 
his arms. “Maybe you’ve got everything 
you want—or need. The shop, your car and 
your no-good brother! Well. you can have 
them because I want no part of them,” I 
sobbed. “Or you, either!” 

I whirled and fled to my little office and 
slammed the door behind me. I sat down 
at my desk and looked helplessly about me, 
then I cradled my head on my arms and 
sobbed brokenheartedly. 

But things seldom end with a clean cut 
break like that. Like the chain reaction 
of the atom bomb, one thing leads to a 
other, on and on, and no one can predict 
where or when it will end. I was putting 
in my usual Saturday half-day following 
my break with Ollie when a policeman 
walked in. He showed me a membership 
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card made out to Pearl Lawson. 

“This one of your girls, Miss?” he 
asked. 

“Why yes.” I replied. “All the girls 
my teen-age group carry them. Why?” 


“She’s had an accident,” he told me. 
“This was the only identification they 
found.” 

“Oh. that’s too bad!” I said, trying to 


imagine what might have happened to her. 
“fs she badly hurt?” 

“Still in a coma.” he told me. “Haven't 
been able to question her. But there were 
witnesses and the owner of the car will be 
picked up when he gets down to his shop.” 

Something in my brain clicked: things 
I'd seen the night before and forgotten in 
the rush of events. Steve—the young wom- 
an he had picked up—Ollie’s car. Carefully 
controlling my voice and gripping the edge 
of my desk. I asked the officer for details. 


“Well, it seems that this big convertible 
ran a red light and was hit by a truck. The 
girl was thrown against the curb—she’s 
ever at County Hospital in pretty bad 
shape.” 

“And—” I licked my lips nervously. 


“What about the driver?” 

“Got away. But not for long. The boys 
are picking him up now. Neighborhood 
fellow—has a radio shop down the street.” 

My heart stopped beating at his words. 
I remember I mumbled some sort of ex- 
cuse and dashed outside. My feet fairly 
flew along the sidewalk as I ran to Ollie’s 
place. Outside was parked squad car. 
Pushing past a policeman at the door of 
the shop. I hurried into the living room in 
the back of the shop. Two detectives stood 


on either side of Ollie. “What are you 
waiting for?” Ollie was saying. “It’s my 
car. Come on. let’s go!” 

“Take it easy. Randolph.” the grim- 
faced officer told him. He turned to his 
beefy partner. “You’re sure about this 


” 


brother of his? 

The beefy detective shoved his hat back 
on his head. “I know this neighborhood 
inside out. George,” he insisted. “And I 
know every hood and petty crook in it. 
There was another Randolph boy—Steve. 
I think his name was—and he was the 
rotten one.” 

My heart turned to a block of ice as I 
heard Ollie shout, “I haven’t seen Steve in 
months! He had nothing to do with it, I 
tell you.” 

“Ollie!” The scream ripped from my 
lips when I realized what he was doing. I 
rushed over to him and flung my arms 
around his neck. “What are you saying, 
darling? Don’t what this 
means?” 

He tried to release himself, but the de- 
tectives held his arms and he could only 


“Who is this?” 


you realize 


glare at me angrily. one of 
the cops demanded. 

Ollie’s lips were set in a grim straight 
line. “She’s my—a friend of 
grated. “But whatever she tells you, don’t 
believe it. She doesn’t know a thing!” 

“How about it?” they asked, after I’d 


mine,” he 
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old them who I was, “Was he at the cen- 
ter last night like he says?” 
“Yes—yes, he was, but—” 
“You Ollie said. “What more 
proof do you want? I’m your man.” 
“Did you see him leave with this girl, 
earl Lawson?” 
“N—no,” I admitted. 
‘Fits so far,” the grim-faced cop said. 
“But his brother was there, too!” I said. 
The heefy one grunted. “So Steve is 
omewhere around. “My hunch was right.” 
Ollie’s hate-filled eyes burned at me. 
He’s shielding his brother. Steve’s been 
jail once, and—” I turned my tear- 
streaked face to Ollie. “Darling, darling, 
vake up! Why wreck your life—our lives 
for him? What can you gain by this 
blind hero worship of someone who takes 
your car, gets into trouble, then runs out 
on you?” 
3ut hardly were the words out of my 
nouth when there was a commotion out 
ront and the cop at the door led Steve in. 
took in the scene with a disdainful 
elance. “Looks like quite a party,” he 
crowled. “What’s up. kid?” he asked Ollie. 
“We'll ask the questions. bud!” the cop 
imed George announced. 
“And you’d better come up with some 
pretty good answers,” added the beefy cop 


see ? ' 


Steve 


quietly. “Were you at the center last 
night?” 
“Sure.” Steve answered easily. 


“Did you and your brother leave to- 
¢ ther?” 

But before he could answer, Ollie cut 

“IT told you once that I was driving 
the car! The wreck was an accident and 
me girl—” 
“Shut up!” ordered the cop. “Maybe 
wed better take all three of you down to 
the station and question you separately.” 

“No need for that,” Steve said blandly. 
‘IT left before Ollie did last night and 
there was a girl with me. That answer 
our question?” 

“Steve!” There was all the anguish in 
the world in Ollie’s voice. He continued 
to shout as the cops silently led Steve 
iway. I walked up behind him. I couldn’t 
tand it any more. 

“Ollie. for God’s sake, please stop!” I 
begged him. “Haven’t you done enough?” 

He whirled on me. “Done enough? What 
do you mean? They’re dragging Steve back 
to jail and you stand there telling me I’ve 
lone enough. It’s all your fault!” 

[ heard the outside door close behind 
Steve and the two cops and we were alone 
1 the shop. Ollie stood there clenching 
ind unclenching his fists in frustrated rage. 
The hate that twisted his face made me 
want to curl up and die. 

“But I had to do it. Ollie,” I sobbed. 
[ couldn’t let you sacrifice yourself for 
im.” 

“Steve is innocent, Nadine,” Ollie said, 
ontrolling himself with an effort. “He’s 
nnocent and you’ve ruined his life. He 
lidn’t have the car last night.” 

“You don’t have to lie to me, Ollie.” 


“I’m telling you the truth!” 

“But—he went with the police just now.” 

“Sure he did, but only to keep me in 
the clear,” Ollie said. 

I shook my head in disbelief. “It doesn’t 
make sense. Steve’s not that kind of a 
guy.” 

Ollie grabbed me by the shoulders and 
shook me as if I were a child. “What do 
you know what kind of guy he is? You've 
hated him since the day he got back. I 
know him; he’s my brother. Don’t you 
think he could tell you thought he was in 
the way? Do you think he had to show up 
just when he did? No! If he’d done it. he 
could have been out of the state by now. 
He wanted to make sure that nothing stood 
in our way.” 

The fury of Ollie’s attack and the mean- 
ing of his words drained all the strength 
from me and I moved weakly to the sofa 
and sat down. “I rested my aching head in 
my hands. “I don’t get it, I don’t get it,” I 
murmured. 

“It’s very simple.” Ollie said, his voice 
trembling with emotion. “Neither Steve nor 
I were in that car last night.” 

“But the girl—the police said she was 
from the center. I saw Steve with a girl 
there last night.” 

“Sure you did. but it was another girl. 
Steve walked her to a tavern down the 
street. He told me about it when he got 
home last night. He’d left the car at the 
center for me. When I came out, it was 
gone and naturally I thought he had taken 
it. But then I remembered—he didn’t have 
a key.” 

His voice was full of condemnation now. 
“T should have reported that the car was 
stolen right then. but I was so mixed up 
because of our quarrel I didn’t care 
whether I ever saw the car again or not. 
That’s the way it was, and you can believe 
it or not!” 

He whirled and started for the door. 

“Ollie—darling—wait!” I cried. 

“For what? Is there anything else to 
say?” 

I stood there before him wanting des- 
perately to say something, anything to 
make things right again. But what good 
would any words do? I suddenly saw how 
wrong I’d been from the beginning. Steve 
must have known from the first that I hated 
him, resented his coming back into Ollie’s 
life. No wonder he had gone out of his 
way to avoid me, and since Ollie wanted 
his companionship, they spent more and 
more time together. 

I’d been blind and intolerant. I, who was 
supposed to be able to evaluate people, 
seek out the good in them, help them ad- 
just their twisted lives. Sudden shame 
welled up in me and my heart was a leaden 
weight in my breast. “Ollie—please! I’m 
sorry. I didn’t understand,” I cried, clutch- 
ing at his arm. 

But he stood there as if made of stone. 
Slowly, deliberately, he unlocked my 
hands and forced them down to my sides. 
“It’s too late to be sorry, Nadine.” His 


voice was cold and dispassionate. “The 
harm’s done.” 

“All I’m 
pleaded. 

“T fell in love with a girl who was decent 
and on the level. She was willing to give 
anyone a chance—even a mug like me, 
Well. she’s gone now.” He shook his head 
as if to clear it, and with a dull. empty 
feeling, I turned and left the shop. 


asking is forgiveness,” | 


THE NEXT DAY, Pearl Lawson came 

out of her coma and supplied the jn. 
formation that set Steve free. She and her 
date had decided to go joy-riding in Ollie’s 
car. figuring they could get it back before 
the dance was over. So the fellow had 
jumped the ignition wires and_ they'd 
started out. The boy had escaped the acci- 
dent unhurt and in his fright had run 
away. leaving the injured girl on the street, 

[ spent a week of tortured nights and 
days which I spent holed up in my room, 
unable to go to work. I couldn’t bear the 
thought of the hate I had created in Ollie, 
but added to this was my shame and sor- 
row at the awful injustice I had done 
Steve. Finally. unable to stand it any 
longer, I went to the shop. I felt that if 
only I could see Steve. beg his forgiveness, 
my conscience might allow me to rest easy, 

I hadn’t the slightest hope that Ollie and 
I could ever take up where we had broken 
off. Forgiveness for what I had done to 
him in the name of love was out of the 
question. When I reached the shop, Ollie 
was bent over his work bench. I stood 
there a long while tracing his rugged pro- 
file with loving eyes. Then, he turned 
slowly and we were gazing deep into each 
other’s eyes. 

I don’t profess to know how or why, but 
the electric spark that leaped between us 
bridged the gap that had been caused by 
what had happened that awful day a week 
ago. In a moment our arms were locked 
in a fierce embrace and Ollie’s lips were 
on mine, warm and eager. The thrilling- 
sweet excitement, the almost unbearable 
rapture of his first kiss was there—and 
more, too. There was a deep and abiding 
feeling of understanding. 

“T need you. Nadine,” Ollie said simply. 
“T stayed away all this time because I was 
terribly hurt. But after you walked out of 
the shop last week, I knew I could never 
live without you. I love Steve as a brother, 
but I love you as a woman!” 

All my love for him, the bittersweet long- 
ing. the pride in his intense loyalty to his 
brother—all the precious things I felt for 
him were fairly bursting in my heart. And 
if he didn’t read them in my eyes. brim- 
ming over with tears of happiness, then he 
knew it from the way my eager lips re 
turned his kisses. 

I had been so in love with Ollie that I 
couldn’t see a single trace of goodness in 
his brother. Now I know that Steve is not 
the worst man in the world—as I once 
thought. In fact, when Ollie and I get 
married next month, he'll be the best man! 

THE END 
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Why Girls Get Jilted 


(Continued from Page 16) 


persistently along in a search that almost 
inevitably ends with the frustrating discov- 
ery that there just aren’t enough “sugar 
daddies” to go around. 

A woman who looks only at the cash 
yalue of a man probably betrays a deep- 
seated immaturity which is another reason 
why she may be jilted. Outwardly she’s a 
good sport at parties, quick to join the 
fun. “cute.” even “sweet.” But the man who 
sweeps her off her feet in a whirlwind 
courtship doesn’t realize that being carried 
is exactly what she wants. that deep down 
she’s still a baby yearning for the sheltered, 
jrresponsible days of infancy. Although her 
child-like helplessness makes her irresisti- 
ble, the man learns after a while that she 
won't assume responsibilities—just won’t 
grow up. 

Immaturity of a sort is also the tragic 
faw of the woman who is an intellectual 
snob refusing to stoop to the level of a 
potential life-partner mentally inferior to 
herself. Looking for a man who will 
measure up to her coldly critical standards, 
she drifts through a number of engage- 
ments. Qne day she finds that the latest 
young man she refused was her last. 

Perhaps the biggest reason why a wom- 
an is jilted stems from the conflict between 
her career and her desire for marriage. 
I's a conflict she often can’t resolve. On 
the one hand, she’s conditioned from early 
childhood to believe that getting a mate is 
the most important goal in her life. She’s 
taught that in order to hook one she must 
develop submissive qualities. Movies and 
lovelorn columns urge her to guide all her 
behavior by the standard “Will it please a 
man?” If she follows this advice, she re- 
presses her intellectual capacities. She tries 
toseem helpless, dependent. even clinging, 
for this, she’s told, is the quality of femi- 
ninity. 

On the other hand. however, she’s faced 
with the necessity of earning a living and 
must use her brain and her self-assertive- 
ness in a highly competitive business 
world, Yet, these more aggressive qualities 
aren’t acceptable to the average man and 
may make her less attractive to him. Thus 
she’s caught in a deep conflict. She wants 
to get a mate, which calls for one set of 
traits; but she has to earn a living, which 
calls for another. Realizing that a com- 
promise is her only out, she’s forced to lead 
adouble life. Her office or factory person- 
ality is independent and aggressive. Then 


she sheds this after five o’clock for a more 
dependent, clinging role. 

Even so, many men are more critical of a 
career woman than of her non-working sis- 
ters possibly because they view the former 
as a rival. One highly paid secretary was 
perfectly willing to quit her desk for mar- 
riage. Meeting her man while on vacation, 
she fell in love with him within a week. 
And he loved her—or said he did. But 
when he murmured: “Tell me about your- 
self, honey.” she took him seriously and 
did. That was a grave mistake, because the 
man was proud. Earning less than she. he 
saw no prospects. with his scant schooling. 
of ever becoming really prosperous. Al- 
though she protested that she was willing 
to live on love and a shoestring. his pride 
became obstinate. If he married her. she 
would have to give up her job. If she gave 
up her job. she would be deprived of the 
things she had grown accustomed to. things 
he could not afford to give her. So. with 
painful nobility. he spirited himself out of 
her life. 

Actually, however, his reason and the 
reasons why most men jilt women can be 
summed up in one explanation offered by 
the psychologist. Dr. Theodor Reik. Says 
he: “Men are by their nature marriage-shy. 
The problem with them is not so much 
whether they should this girl or that girl 
but whether they should marry at all.” 

To be or not to be married was the 
question confronting 58-year-old Dewey 
Chambers recently. After rushing to the 
Omaha. Neb.. police headquarters and or- 
dering himself locked up. he explained 
that his girl friend, 29-year-old Delores 
Martin. had warned him there was “going 
to be a wedding or a funeral.” Further, 
the buxom woman with flashing eyes had 
emphasized her ultimatum with a business- 
looking revolver. In fact, she held him cap- 
tive at gunpoint in her home for two 
nights and a day. 

Finally managing to escape. Chambers 
scurried to the police station. where sym- 
pathetic officers put him in protective cus- 
tody in a cell for the night. Picked up by 
police the next day, Miss Martin declared: 
“T feel sorry for the man. He don’t seem 
to know his own mind.” Retorted Cham- 
bers: “Don’t ’pear to me like I was gettin’ 
much chance to make it up.” Asked by a 
police official about a possible reconcilia- 
tion. the reluctant groom snapped: “No sir, 
you already know my feelin’s in that di- 


THE END 


rection.” 
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How you can use 


DREAM-WORK perfume 


for Many SPECIAL PURPOSES 


Because DREAM-WORK Is a POWERFUL 
and UNUSUAL perfume 
---Are you interested in a man—but you can’t get him 
to pay any attention to you? Then with DREAM-WORK 
you may make him very much aware of you when you're in his 
presence. Just use a few drops “he way the directions tell you. 
---Has your man quarrelied with you? Or have you 
warrelied with him? Then a few drops of DREAM-WORK 
used as directions show you) when you kiss and make up 
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---Does your man seem to ex t that you'll always be 
patiently waiting — no matter how he strays and neg- 
fects you? Does he take you for granted? Then DREAM- 
WORK (used the way directions show you) constantly re- 
minds him that you are a woman and not to be trifled with. 
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of fine essential oils skillfully blended for best effects. You 
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fume and free book of directions. Send coupon now —so 
you can start using DREAM-WORK right away. 
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0 Il enclose $3 in cash, money-order or check. You pay 
all postage. ] 
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Trapped By Marriage 


(Continued from Page 33) 


lad been in Los Angeles only a few months. 
And I told her a little about myself, in- 
cluding my intention to return to my home 
town in Texas. 

It was a month after that before I got 
iny kind of break and it came when she 
sked me why I hadn’t carried out my in- 
tention to go back to Texas. 

lhe cafe was practically empty and so 
I took a deep breath and said, “Well, Miss 
l'yson, I can’t leave here, that’s why.” 

She gazed at me with her big, dreamy 
eyes and said, “You over spend yourself or 
something?” 

“Nothing like that,” I told her. “I’m 
kay for money.” 

“Well, what’s the matter. Mr. Houston?” 

“Tt’s—it’s you!” I blurted. 

She stared at me like I'd lost my mind. 
“What in the world have I got to do with 
it?” she demanded. 

“I—I'm in love with you,” I mumbled, 
looking down at my plate. “I mean, for 
eal!” 

Maybe the way I said it made her know 
| wasn’t just trying to jive her. Anyway, 
she let me walk home with her that night 
when she got off. What stoned me was, 
she lived at the YWCA! But it pleased me, 
too. I mean, it was an indication that she 
was a decent type of girl, or she wouldn’t 

have chosen such a square place to live. 
It also meant that she wasn’t teamed up 
with some joker on the sly as I had kind 
of suspected. 


HAT’S HOW we got started. But it 

was a couple more weeks before I got 
1 real date with her—TI took her to a movie, 
downtown. 

\fterward, she wanted to stroll down 
Broadway. and the places where she paused 
to window shop were furniture and other 
home furnishing displays! 

I asked her how come and she told me 
t was just her way of day-dreaming, of 
planning how she would furnish her home, 
if she ever had the chance. I gathered 
from scraps of talk like that that she’d 
never had a real home because she was an 
orphan who had been raised by an aunt 
and uncle who were so severe on her that 
she finally ran away and came to Los An- 


geles. 

That made me more hopeful and I 
started making some plans right away. I’d 
been working part time in an auto body 
ind fender shop, the kind of work I’d done 
before I went into the army, just enough 
to make expenses. So I took a full time job 
where I would average a hundred bucks 
weekly for a five-day week and more if I 
wanted to work overtime—which I did. 
\nd three months later Paulie and I picked 
out a nice six-room house on the Westside 
ind I bought it on my G.I. loan. Then I 
turned her loose and let her furnish it the 
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way she wanted. She was like a kid on 
Christmas morning, all starry-eyed and ex- 
cited. Best of all, she warmed up enough 
to really kiss me like she meant it—for the 
very first time. 

Her reserve about necking—the way 
she’d hold back even after I put a neat 
little diamond engagement ring on her 
finger, had bothered me plenty. But I 
thought that would fade away for good 
when we were actually married. In fact, 
it had made me think more of her and it 
also increased my eager anticipation of the 
joys we would share when we were man 
and wife. 

Well, how wrong can you be? In my 
case, plenty! 

Since the only travelling she’d ever done 
had been her bus trip from her home town 
out to California. Paulie hesitantly asked 
if we could go to Mexico for our honey- 
moon. I was all for it. After a marriage 
ceremony at the City Hall, we drove down 
the coast to Mexicali, a border town. and 
stayed at a little inn just beyond it. I liked 
it. but Paulie didn’t. And before our wed- 
ding night was over, I was afraid she 
didn’t like me, either. It was about as big 
a letdown as a man could possibly expe- 
rience. 

We checked out the next morning. I was 
ashamed to face the inn keeper and his jol- 
ly. fat wife because of the way Paulie had 
hollered in the middle of the night. Never 
in my life had I heard such awful scream- 
ing and she kept it up even after I got 
clear out of our bed. I dozed until day in 
a chair, feeling mistreated, and yet some- 
how in the wrong. I sure didn’t under- 
stand what the trouble was and Paulie 
wouldn’t even discuss it. But I was so 
much in love with her that I didn’t get 
mad and fuss. I was sure that when we 
got back to L.A. and our own home, it 
would be all different. 

I wasn’t quite so sure of that, however, 
as we drove back up the coast because 
Paulie still acted afraid of me and flinched 
if I even touched her. I decided she was 
just nervous and that if I was gentle and 
patient she would snap out of it. 

But—she didn’t. It didn’t seem to me 
she even tried. If I even touched her after 
we went to bed, she would grit her teeth 
and get rigid and her eyes would roll up 
until all that showed was the whites. 

Well. I didn’t know what to think. Time 
after time I would plead with her to tell 
me what was wrong, but it only made her 
start crying. Then I would suggest that it 
was because she didn’t love me, and she 
would tearfully swear that she did love me 
—hbut as to why our sex life was so repug- 
nant to her, nary a word of explanation. 

After a few months of that kind of frus- 
tration, I couldn’t help suspecting that 
Paulie couldn’t really love me, no matter 


what she said; and that all she had wanted 
from me was her own home. I must say 
that as a homemaker, she was wonderful, 
She was a fine cook, she took care of my 
clothes like a valet and she kept our place 
as if it was a doll house. 

That was great, but it wasn’t enough. Ye 
I kept telling myself that in time. Paulie 
would learn to love me as I loved her and 
then everything would be real super. So] 
continued to try and win her with patience 
and kindness and consideration. It was 
plenty rugged as the months rolled by, for 
like I said, she was built in a way to cause 
any man to believe she was loaded with 
sex. But I finally got to believing that what 
she was loaded with was ice! 

Everything would be wonderful until 
bedtime. Then, even though I usually man. 
aged not to bother her, sometimes I simply 
could not resist touching her beautiful 
body, hugging and kissing her with all the 
love hunger that was building up in me, 
Every time I did that. she would freeze up 
and start bawling. And I’d get sore and 
move over as far in the bed as I could, 
hoping she would try to make up. But she 
never did. 

It was a week before our first anniver- 
sary that I got so mad when Paulie gave 
me the brush-off that I got up and spent 
the rest of the night in what she called 
our guest room, although we never had any 
guests or even friends in the house. 

The first few times I did that, I was still 
hoping that Paulie would wake up to how 
much her actions hurt me and would come 
in to me. or tell me to come back to our 
room. She didn’t—ever. A few weeks later, 
I came home from work one day and found 
all my clothes moved into the guest room. 

That was a stab in the heart. That night 
I packed up and even wrote a note to 
Paulie, saying that I was leaving and giv- 
ing my reasons for doing so. And right 
then I meant to leave. But in the morning 
my first glimpse of her in the kitchen told 
me I couldn’t do it. I tore the note up and 
didn’t even mention about her moving me 
out of our bedroom. And after that I con- 
tinued to sleep in the guest room, although 
there were nights when I'd get up and slip 
in bed with Paulie—and run into the same 
old freeze up. A few times I forced myself 
on her, but I soon stopped that for it cer- 
tainly gave me no pleasure and seemed to 
turn her more against me to the point of 
locking the door when she went to bed. 

The first time I discovered that I started 
to break the door down. Instead, I dressed. 
slammed out of the house and drove around 
for a couple of hours before I simmered 
down enough to return home. 

Yet, I just couldn’t get over her—she 
continued to be the most desirable girl in 
the world in my eyes. And I kept on 
dreaming that one day she would change 
and would be the loving wife and wonder- 
ful sweetheart I still believed she could be, 
if she wanted to. 

Sometimes after supper, or on the week- 
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end when I wasn’t working, I'd help Paulie 
around the house, like wiping the dishes. 
Being so close to her and all, I'd try to kiss 
her or pull her into my arms. That would 
start a big argument. It got so I couldn't 
stand to hang around the house because 
it was so hard to keep my hands off her. 
It made me real blue, the panicky look 
she’d get when she thought I was going to 
start something with her. I figured that’s 
why she never objected to my going out 
so much, It seemed like she was 
relieved not to have me around so [| 
wouldn’t make any passes at her. 


nights. 


T HAT’S WHEN I began hanging around 
bars. getting half high and eating my 
heart out. Several times I picked up a 
chick, but I could never bring myself to try 
and make her. That made me sore. I mean. 
being so much in love with Paulie that I 
couldn’t be unfaithful to her even when I 
tried. That had a lot to do with the resent- 
ment that grew in me so that the night she 
had me pinned down in the living room, I 
felt like I was going to explode—felt like 
I was being pulled in opposite directions 
by tight steel wires, knowing that pretty 
quick, something had to give. And I had 
an awful premonition it was going to be 
my self control. 

Suddenly. without knowing I was going 
to do it, I slammed my newspaper to the 
floor and jumped up. breathing hard. 

“You can’t do this to me.” I shouted. 
“Tye taken more off you than any man 
with an ounce of pride would take! I’m 
going out of here now and don’t you get 
in my way. hear?” I turned toward the 
door and Paulie sprang up and ran in front 
of me. Something seemed to burst in my 
head with a flash of red and the next I 
knew I’d grabbed Paulie by the throat, 
shook her violently, and then I hurled her 
to the floor. 

It took a few seconds for the scene to 
register, then as the crimson fog cleared 
from my head and I saw Paulie crumpled 
at my feet. I cried hoarsely, “You pushed 
me too far! Now go on and call the 
police!” 

Although her face was contorted by pain. 
Paulie stared up at me, weakly shaking her 
head. Her mouth worked like she was 
trying to speak. but at first she made no 


sound at all. She swallowed, then in a 
strangled tone she said. “You know—I 
wouldn’t ever—do that. darling.” Huge 


tears slid down her pain-racked face and 
she whispered. “Please call a doctor—my 
throat hurts—awful bad . . .” 

As she spoke her eyes closed and her 
head rolled to one side as if she had lost 
I fell to my knees beside 
her, a sinking feeling like ice within me 
because I was sure she was dead—sure I'd 
killed her. But when I put my face close 
to hers I was terrifically relieved to hear 
the rasp of her tortured breathing. I sprang 
up then and telephoned for a doctor, then 
carefully 


consciousness, 


carried her into her room and 
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laid her on the bed, my heart in my throat 
as the sound of her breathing grew fainter 
ind fainter. And for the first time in years 
[ got down on my knees. and I prayed to 
God to preserve her life and to forgive the 
terrible thing I'd done to her. 

The doctor, who lived in the neighbor- 
hood. arrived within a few minutes. After 
a brief examination, he asked me what had 
happened and, feeling like a whipped dog, 
[ told him. 

The doctor merely said. “I see. That ac- 
counts for the damage to the cartilage in 
her throat. Well—Ill have to get her to 
the hospital immediately. She may require 
urgery i 

I learned that night and the next day 
that a man can suffer all the torment of 
Hades right here on earth. Remorse and 
cuilt about ate me up and I nearly died 

yhen they operated on her the third day 
she was hospitalized and didn’t allow me 
to see her until the next day. When I vis- 
ited her then, the covers were pulled up to 
her face and I couldn’t even see the ban- 
lage on her throat. She smiled weakly 
when she saw me. and tried to say some- 
hing. but couldn't manage it and I broke 
down and cried like a kid and told her 
how sorry I was and asked her if she could 
ver forgive my brutality and she nodded 
we fs 

Paulie was in the hospital three weeks. 
[ visited her every day. and gradually her 

oice got back to normal. but she didn’t 
ave much to say. I couldn’t tell if her 
throat was still bandaged or not even then, 
for whenever I saw her. the covers were 
pulled up high. That made me suspect the 
operation had left a bad scar that she 
lidn’t want me to see. and I felt like a 
beast. 

They allowed me to take Paulie home at 
the end of the third week. I came for her 
at eight o’clock at night. and except for the 
arf around her throat. she seemed okay 
ind she looked prettier than ever to me. I 
had te fight down the urge to take her in 
my arms and hold her and kiss her all the 
way home. We didn’t say much on the way, 

nd I concentrated on my driving. When 
ve got to the house, Paulie went straight 
to her room without a word. That cut me 
to the quick and I slumped down on the 
divan, my head in my hands, and wished 


I was dead. 

After a while I thought I heard her call 
my name, but when I jumped up and lis- 
tened to be sure I hadn’t imagined it. the 
house was as silent as a tomb. I dropped 
back onto the divan and immediately the 
all came again and that time I knew it 
yas real. I dashed into her room—and got 
the shock of my life! Because there she 
was sitting up in bed in a frilly nightgown, 
ier hair brushed to gleaming ebony, her 
eyes smiling luminously, and she looked 
too beautiful to be real. 

“Paulie!” I exclaimed, staring at her in- 
eredulously. “Honey, is that really you?” 


00 


She held out her arms to me and mur- 
mured, “Why don’t you come and find 
out?” 

Slowly I advanced toward the bed, my 
heart beating like a trip-hammer, not quite 
sure if I was really awake or dreaming. 
Then I ran the last few feet and Paulie’s 
arms were around me. pulling me to her 
and when our lips joined. it was like the 
whole world exploded in a dazzling rain- 
bow shimmer! 

When I floated back to this mortal coil, 
I was kneeling by the bed and Paulie was 
stroking my face with her hands, her eyes 
smiling into mine in a way I'd never seen 
before. 

“Honey.” I asked bewilderedly, “I—I 
don’t understand.” 

“What don’t you understand?” she in- 
quired in a soft. tender voice that vibrated 
like a violin strain. 

“You—I mean. you're really all right?” 

“T never felt better in my life. Jimmy.” 

“And you never looked better.” I mut- 
tered. “I just don’t get it.” 

“I’m sorry that worries you—” 

“Aw. Paulie. that isn’t it. I just meant, 
being in the hospital and all—” 

“Well. I'm perfectly all right now.” 

“But the way you kissed me—” 

“Didn’t you like it?” 

“I—I loved it. honey. But you 
kissed me like that before. I mean, as if 
you really loved me.” 

“T’ve always loved you, Jim. If I hadn’t 
do you think I'd have acted as I did when 
I thought you were running around with 


never 


some other woman?” 

“Well. I swear there wasn’t ever any 
other woman. Paulie! How could there be 
when I was so crazy in love with you? But 
you’re—you’re different now. I mean, the 
way you kissed me. Without holding back 
or acting scared.” 

“I’m not scared—now, Jim.” 

As I gazed into her eyes. my glance 
flicked down to her throat. I blinked, and 
bent closer to her. but the scars I feared 
to see were not there. I looked up and 
Paulie giggled like a little girl. Cautiously 
I raised my hand and rubbed one finger 
up and down the firm, warm brown column 
of her throat but it was as smooth and un- 
marked as it ever had been. 

“What’s going on around here?” I de- 
manded puzzledly. “There isn’t any sign 
of an operation on your neck. Paulie.” 

“Why should there be?” she asked, 
opening her eyes wide as she pretended to 
be surprised. Then she relented and said 
shyly, “I—I was operated on, Jimmy. But 
—but not there.” 

By then I was thoroughly confused. 
“Paulie,” I begged. “please honey, what in 
the world are you talking about?” 

Paulie gave me an elfish smile. “It’s 
very simple,” she told me gently. “You 
see, my throat wasn’t badly hurt. And when 
the doctor discovered that, he asked me 
why you had—well, you know—” 


“Why I had choked you?” I supplied 
humbly. 

“Well—yes. And I told him it was my 
fault. I—I told him all about us and— 
and why I couldn’t be a wife to you in the 
way you wanted—the way I knew you had 
a right to want.” 

“T thought it was because you didn’t 
care anything about me.” I said. 

“Oh, darling—I know. It almost drove 
me crazy. But I didn’t know what to do 
about it. Oh, Jimmy, I was so ignorant 
that I’m ashamed of myself!” 

“Paulie,” I exclaimed, “for heaven's 
sakes, what are you trying to say?” 

“Just this: I never told you, but the real 
reason I ran off from home was that my 
uncle got drunk and raped me—and it 
hurt me so much just the idea of having 
anything like that done to me again was— 
was horrible!” 

“But baby.” I protested. “I didn’t rape 
you. I—TI tried to be gentle with you.” 

“T know. darling. Now I know. But it 
hurt just the same—it hurt terribly! And 
the doctor examined me and—and found 
there was a slight—I think he called it an 
obstruction. And that’s why I was in the 
hospital so long. I mean, I was recovering 
from the operation to remove it. Now do 
you understand?” 

“You—you mean you're all right now?” 
I asked. feeling tears jump up in my eyes. 

Paulie averted her eyes and nodded. 

“Baby!” I exclaimed. “Oh, sweetheart!” 
I paused then whispered, “Are you really 
sure?” 

“There’s only one way to really find out,” 
she whispered back. 

We found out all right. And we found 
a new. and richer meaning to our love and 
our marriage when we each enjoyed com- 
plete sexual fulfillment. Even today it 
gives me the cold shivers when I remem- 
ber how close we came to tragedy because 
neither of us had any idea about the physi- 
cal factors that can make or break a mar- 
riage. And many marriages do break up 
because of ignorance of those factors. I 
learned that when I went to the doctor who 
had discovered Paulie’s trouble and had 
rid her of it. And he told me before young 
couples marry, each partner ought to have 
a thorough physical examination, pointing 
out that often either, or even both may 
have what he called some “anatomical dis 
proportion,” such as Paulie had, which can 
be easily corrected. 

So Paulie and I were lucky. But it is 
strange that the very thing I used to be so 
bitter about actually gave us the chance 
at that luck. I mean, being trapped by 
love for Paulie. as I was. Otherwise, I 
would have left her, probably within a few 
months after our marriage. And I would 
never have known the wonderful joy of 
loving completely—and being loved in the 
same way. 

All I’ve got to say is, it’s the most! 


THE END 
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Fool To Desire 


(Continued from Page 37 


was always brown as gingerbread by the 


time school started. I was peeling. I was 
light-skinned, and I burned and peeled, 
then burned all over again. 

The first time I met Kent was the sum- 
mer before I started to high school, as a 
We had three years in junior 
high and three in high. Kent was twenty 
and that seemed old to my fifteen. He was 
dark—eyes brown they seemed black. 
the pupils and iris all the same color. He 
was with a bunch of older boys and they 


<ophom¢ re. 


started splashing us. 

I saw him off and on all summer, and he 
always into something. He spoke and 
In the fall when I started to 
determined 


was 
that was all. 
high I took an extra subject. 
to finish in two and a half years so I could 
go into nurse’s training in January of my 
senior year. The classes then were smaller 
than in June. and I thought I would like 
it better. I didn’t have time for much extra, 
so I didn’t go out on dates. or to the dances. 

Then some of our gym class decided to 
learn to dance on skates and we arranged 
Saturday morning. and two 
times a week after school. I could skate, 
even if I was awkward. My size helped 
there. I didn’t get tired like Janie always 
did. 

Kent was one of the instructors at the 
rink, and I hand’t realized he was so tall; 
half a head taller than me. So we skated 


to go every 


together. For the first time I was glad I 
was tall. 

“T hate skating with little girls.” Kent 
confided, one morning. “I have to lean 


over them and it spoils the whole rhythm 
of skating. for me.’ 

By Christmas I could do the waltz pretty 
good on skates. Kent wanted me to learn 
to Tango. 

“T never could.” I shook my 
can’t even do it without skates. 
Ido it with them?” 

“Easy. I'll teach you. Both ways.” he 
grinned. “Now that you will be out for 
Christmas vacation, you can come to the 
rink every morning. And every night that 
I am off we will go to the Barn and I'll 
teach you to dance.” 

I thought he had picked out more than 
he could handle. No one had been able to 
teach me to dance so far. But I was willing 
to try, because I liked Kent a lot by then. 

We always stopped for hamburgers on 
the way home, and I learned a lot about 
Kent while we ate them. The first time 
he kissed me it scared me a little. I hadn’t 
even been kissed casually at parties, and 
inexperienced as I was. I knew Kent’s kiss 
wasn’t casual. But under the being scared, 
liked it. I never felt awkward with Kent, 
and he liked me more than he did Janie. 

In fact. he and Janie never got along. 
Janie called him a droop and said she 
couldn’t what I him. Kent 


head. “I 
How could 


see saw in 


> 


thought Janie was silly and too little to 
interest him. 

“T like tall girls.” he told me. “Like 
you.” 

That made me feel good. I didn’t think I 


but I resented her a 


was jealous of Janie. 


let. We could both get new skirts and no 
one ever mentioned mine but everybody 
told her how pretty she looked in hers. 
When we wore sweaters. they looked just 
right on Janie. and sloppy on me. I was 
taller than Janie by six inches. but she 
wore a bra two sizes larger than mine. 


With sweaters. that made a big difference 
in the looks. 
“How 


service? 


Kent hasn’t the 
Janie asked. one day. 

“He expects to be called.” I told her. 
“He thinks perhaps he will get a good job 
first, can come back to it.” 

“He doesn’t strike me as the sort to come 
back to anything. job or girl.” Janie 
shrugged. “If I were you, I sure wouldn’t 
settle for him. You could surely find some 
other boy. even tall as you are. Someone 
your own age. someone you could be proud 
of.” 

“Why shouldn’t IT be proud of Kent?” I 
“He’s old enough to know his 
not like some of the silly boys 
you go with. It’s none of your 
anyhow. as long as I’m satisfied.” 

“Okay.” she shrugged again. “It’s your 
funeral. But don’t say I didn’t warn you. 


come gone to 


so he 


demanded. 
own mind, 
business, 


He'll leave you holding the sack one of 
these days, and it will be a lot harder for 


you to find someone tall enough for you. 
the longer you go with him and don’t look 
around The others will all be 
taken.” 

The way acted you would think I 
was six feet tall. instead of five eight. There 
would be plenty of boys tall enough for me. 
when I got ready to think of marriage. If 
I didn’t marry Kent when he came back 
from his term in the service. Right now 
I couldn’t imagine wanting to even go with 
Kent was crazy over me. and 
I felt the same way about him. Probably 
Janie was jealous. She didn’t go steady. 
She went “ape.” the way some of her crowd 
did. I didn’t like the idea. but they thought 
it was great stuff. In between they would 
go in a gang. six or seven girls. every where 
they went, whether to parties, dances. or 
games. It seemed childish to me. just like 
it did to Kent. 

“T like to know who I am going with,” 
he said, in my ear as he kissed the side 
of my neck. “None of this gang stuff for 


more. 


she 


any one else. 


me. Or falling for first one and then an- 
other. There’s no percentage there. No 


privilege.” 

I didn’t like the emphasis he put on 
privilege. He had been asking for special 
privileges for a couple of weeks, privileges 
I didn’t want to allow. 
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Mother had always talked to Janie and 
me, explaining things we asked about so 
we knew what allowing those privileges 
could lead to. It was all so confusing. I 
could see Mother’s point. No one wanted 
to make a mistake—perhaps have a baby 
before marriage—less than I did. I had 
all those years ahead of school and nurse’s 
training. I might get married after high 
school. especially if my husband would be 
in the service while I was in training. They 
would accept married students that way. if 
they weren’t pregnant. But they didn’t like 
to. and they wouldn’t accept any student 
nurse whose husband was living with her. 
You just couldn’t do the work, if you were 
pregnant. and you couldn’t afford to miss 
all that time from classes and study. 

On the other hand was Kent. He loved 
me. he said, and if I loved him I would 
want to let him do what he wanted. 

“After all. baby.” he’d say, his arms 
holding me close, his lips demanding a re- 
sponse it was easy to make, “I wouldn’t 
hurt you for the world. I wouldn’t want 
you to get caught or anything. We would 
be careful.” 

I didn’t know much about that part. 
Mother didn’t tell me that. She told me 
what would happen if I let the boys take 
“advantage” of me. but she didn’t explain 
about being careful when you loved a boy 
the way I did Kent. and needed to show 
him that you loved him. Words didn’t mean 
so much, just the way he said, but actions 
would prove it. Or so he insisted, and in 
his arms, his lips on mine, and his voice 
calling me “baby” the way he did, it was 
easy to see Mother hadn’t thought about 
love when she talked to us. 

No one had ever called me baby, or made 
me feel as loved and important as Kent did. 
If I'd been little like Janie, he wouldn’t 
have felt that way. For the first time in 
my life I was proud of my size. I stood up 
to my height, I walked tall. and I wasn’t 
nearly as awkward as I had been all those 
vears I had hated my size. Loving it be- 
eause Kent approved, I was almost as 
eraceful as Janie. 

And I did love Kent. so his arguments 
were stronger than what Mother had said. 
Maybe the drinks he had insisted I take 
at a party helped a little. I had never taken 
drinks before when they were spiked, but 
Kent insisted, and they never hurt him. 

\fter the first bite of the liquor, I sort 
of liked the taste, and it did make me feel 
good. Sort of light and graceful and warm 
inside. I wanted to dance. but I wanted 
Kent to hold me tighter, too. I was sort of 
restless and eager for something. I wasn’t 
sure what, except that it had to be with 
Kent. 

He drove through the park and when he 
parked and took me in his arms, he showed 
me what it was that I wanted. He’d taught 
me to return his kisses, taught me to hold 
my body close to his, to like the feel of 
his hands. 

His kiss was different, even more de- 
manding, and his hands pressed me closer 
66 


and closer until | wouldn't Jet him stop. 
Not that he would—we had been moving to 
this night from the first time he kissed me. 


DIDN’T FEEL shame or guilt, but I felt 

as if I wanted to get home and take a 
hot, soapy bath, which I did. I tried to 
tell myself it was just one time and 
wouldn’t happen again until we were mar- 
ried. Because we would marry now. of 
course. We’d get married, and if Kent 
went to the service as he expected, I would 
finish high school before he got back. I 
could still enter nurse’s training. probably. 
if I kept my grades up. Kent had men- 
tioned enlisting for three years, several 
times. Perhaps he would enlist six, 
so he could get some special training. then 
I would be through nurse’s training when 
he got out. With the training he would get, 
and me nursing. we could make a living. 

I planned a lot, after I got into bed. 
Planning that way, I didn’t feel bad about 
what we had done. 

Only that sort of thing doesn’t happen 
just one time. if you keep on going together 
and the boy puts it on an “if you loved 
me” basis. I wanted Kent to kiss me. and 
when he did I wanted all of him. just the 
same as he wanted me. He wouldn't talk 
of marriage. said it was too far in the fu- 
ture. This was love and we were young. 

I was easily persuaded. probably be- 
cause I wanted to be. Anyhow, I was sure 
it was only Kent and me. no one else would 
be affected. We would be careful and 
when I was a nurse and Kent was out of 
service we would talk about marriage. I 
knew I would never love anyone else. 

I was worried, though. and for the first 
time in my life I took books home with me. 
It seemed as if my mind wouldn’t hold 
what I read. the way it always had. I got 
through my sophomore year with a C aver- 
age .. . the lowest grades I ever got. 

Janie really rubbed it in. For the first 
time in her life she had three B’s. 

“Tt’s going with Kent. The way he has 
you acting, it’s a wonder you even got C,” 
she jeered. “I'd like to see the drip that 
could make me do what you do.” 

“You’re just jealous because Kent and I 
go steady,” I snapped. I didn’t like the way 
her words sounded, as if she knew. She 
couldn’t of course. 

“Hah!” Janie put a lot of feeling into 
that word. 

There was more, of course. 
the nagging worry that I had confided to 
Kent only the night before. 

“You're just worrying,” 
me. “You always have. It couldn’t happen 
to us.” 

But it could. It had. The next morning 
I was sick, then, when I did get downstairs 
to breakfast, the smell of food made me 
sick again. Mother was the last person in 
the world I would have confided in just 
then, because I had done just what she had 
warned us against, and I had met the same 
consequences she had predicted. 

“Hadn’t I better call Dr. Richards?” she 
asked, coming in to my room. 


fe or 


There was 


he comforted 








“No,” I was sure Dr. Richards. who hag 
seen me through measles and mumps, 
would know at a glance what was Wrong. 
“Pll be all right.” 

I just laid around all day, and by afte. 
noon I felt better. But the next mornin, 
the same thing happened, and Mother haan 
as well as I did what was wrong. 

“Why, Julie?” she asked, rubbing he 
forehead and eyes wearily. 

“I love Kent.” I felt tears pressing. | 
wished I were small enough to sit on her 
Jap and have her kiss the hurt away. Onh 
her kisses wouldn’t help this hurt. 

“You're just barely sixteen and have no 
idea what love is.” she told me harshly, “ 
should never have let you go with someone 
so much older. I worried about it. But] 
trusted you.” 

She trusted me. It had been as simple 
as that. She trusted me and I didn’t rate jt, 
Everything would work out alright. though, 
Kent and I would get married, and nurse's 
training. even high school, would have ty 
wait. But I could go back. Later on, per. 
haps while Kent was in the service. | 
wasn’t as if we weren't in love; as if we 
hadn’t planned to get married. 

“We were going to get married when | 
got out of school. We'll just get married 
now. and I can still finish school,” I said, 

“You expected to go on like that for 
two more years?” she shook her head, 
“Julie. Julie, I thought we had done better 
by you than that.” She left the room 
quickly and IT knew it was because she 
didn’t want me to see her cry. 

I thought Daddy would criticize me or 
something. But he didn’t. He just turned 
away, as he asked. “Will he marry you?” 

“Of course. He loves me.” 

“Men have gotten girls since time began 
by saying it was love.” he told me sharply. 
“And girls keep falling for it. Somehow] 
thought you and Janie were different. | 
guess. though, we asked for it by letting 
you go with him.” 

That was the hardest part. The part! 
didn’t understand. They blamed thenm- 
selves. They thought they had made a mis 
take when I had simply lived my own life. 

with my own body. 

I know now my life didn’t belong to me 
alone. It belonged to Mother and Daddy 
and Janie. To Grandmother and Grand- 
father and to my children. They were all 
part of me. and part of my life and what 
hurt me hurt them. Only you don’t realiz 
that, at fifteen and sixteen. It’s one of the 
things that you learn as you grow up. One 
of the painful things. 

Mother and Daddy sent Janie to the 
show. and had me call Kent to come over. 
He looked at me and frowned. I wanted 
him to understand how Mother found out. 
to understand that I hadn’t wanted him 
to find out this way. I wanted him to tell 
them how much he loved me, and that this 
was all right, even though it changed ou 
plans. 

Only he didn’t. When Daddy finished 
Kent stood there a few minutes. “Shes 
awfully young to get married.” 
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“Much too young.” Daddy agreed. “But 


no younger to marry than to sleep with.” 


Mother winced as if he had slapped her 
and I felt my own face flush. 

“You're twenty-one and you’re the only 
one she’s gone with. so you can’t out 
of it. It’s marriage or a paternity suit and 
forcing a minor. I'll go the limit.” Daddy 
was talking tough and meant it. 

Now it was Kent’s turn to flush. “Tl 
marry her. We sort of planned on it when 
she got out of school anyhow.” 

“Then you should have kept it at the 
planning stage.” Daddy told him. “You'll 
et married. but with this understanding. 
You'll support her and she'll live with you 
as your wife for a year. Then. if she wants 
to she can come home with the baby. She 
can finish school. then pay me back for 
supporting the baby while she studied. 
You'll continue to help support both of 


get 


them. of course, until Julie gets out of 
training.” 
“My religion doesn’t allow divorce,” 


Kent said. 

“Then you will have to settle that with 
your religion. I doubt if it sanctions this 
sort of thing, either. so you will probably 
have a lot to settle.” 

Here we weren't even married and Dad- 
dy was talking about divorce. I wouldn't 
ever want to divorce Kent. I loved him. 


HAD TO TELL myself that over and 
over in the next few days so I wouldn’t 
forget it. because Kent went with me to get 
the license and the blood tests. then said 
he would see me the morning of the wed- 


ding and not before. If he were going to 


he tied down with a wife and kid. he said. 
he was going to have one last fling. Then, 


as soon as we were married he was going 
to enlist. 

Once we were I was sure Kent 
would be the same as he had always been. 
Ilonged for him to hold me close and call 
to make me feel wanted 


married. 


me baby again, 
and loved. 

Telling Janie was hard. I dreaded facing 
her jeers. her “I-told-you-so.” Only 
didn’t say it. She just looked at me 
started crying. 

“It will be all right. Janie.” I told her. 
feeling sorry for her, and close to her as I 
hadn’t for years. “Kent loves me and I 
lve him.”” We didn’t tell her about the 
livorce agreement. 

‘I kept hoping what they were 
wasn’t true.” she sobbed. “I thought you 
would be different from the other girls 
Kent had dated. I just couldn't believe 
you'd be as easy as all the others.” 

All the others. I started 
then. I hadn’t once thought about other 
girls in Kent’s life. [ hadn’t thought that 
[wasn’t the first one with him, because 
he was first with me. 

Other girls must have “proved” their 
lve to Kent. Perhaps other girls had had 
this worry, only to have it disappear before 
thy had to go on and get married. Or 
perhaps Kent had persuaded them to see a 
doctor about it. “taken care 


she 
and 


saying 


growing up. 


and have it 


of.” That was what he had said the night eT 
had told him I was worried. “If it is. don’t 
tell anyone. but we can have it taken care 
of’—as if he had had it done before, only 


I hadn’t noticed. 


We were married in the preacher’s 
home, which was against Kent’s religion 
but might make a difference later on. 


Mother wouldn’t come to the wedding if 
we were married by a priest. Daddy didn’t 
Neither did Kent’s mother. 
consider us married, 
his 


come. anyhow. 
She wouldn't 


Kent told me, 


even 
not unless we marry 


church. too. Kent wouldn’t agree to that, 
either. 
“Your dad said a year. Okay. If we 


decided to stay together at the end of the 
year we can be married in my church as 
easily as we can get a divorce. That’s my 
terms,” Kent said. 

I don’t know how I'll feel when the year 
is up. I can’t think that far ahead. Kent 
is in the Army, and I live near the camp. 
It’s better than if we were together all the 
time. Because sometimes I don’t want to 
be with Kent. Sometimes I don’t like him 
at all. He drinks too much, for one thing. 
His talk is so often rough and cheap—he 
for girls. I've 
believe me. 


no good word to say 
6 


has 
heard about the 
The ones before me. and the ones since. 

I’ve grown up a lot. too. The hard way. 
I know now that I sold out what could 
have been the happiest and most carefree 
time of my life. Not for love—this thing 
wasn’t love. not real love. Not grown-up 
love. I sold out mostly so I could prove to 
myself that I could get a man, even though 
I was big and awkward. I let my jealousy 
and envy of Janie’s small loveliness push 
me to prove I could be wanted, too. 

I could have done a better job of it. if I 
had listened to Mother. and if I had made 
the most of my size. instead of hating it 
and feeling sorry for myself when I com- 
pared it with Janie’s size. Being tall had 
its compensations. 

My baby will be born when I’m sixteen. 
When my classmates are getting their di- 
plomas. I'll be mixing formulas and wash- 
ing diapers, and perhaps getting a divorce. 
I don’t think the small spark of desire that 
kindles between Kent and me now and then 
can ever grow into a foundation for mar- 


others” now. 


riage. 

Perhaps some day. when I’m a nurse, I 
can walk proudly again. Maybe Janie will 
get over her hurt and find someone she will 
dare trust. Maybe we can give this baby— 
Mother and Daddy and Janie and me—a 
good start in life in of the odds 
against it before it is born. 

So many maybes. and all uncalled for, if 
I hadn’t been so easy to lead into believing 
desire was love: if I hadn’t let envy make 
me set out to prove I was attractive and 





spite 


could be wanted. 

Right now I'm trying not to count the 
weeks until the year is up. There’s another 
date before that, the date my baby is due. 
Things may look different, then. I know 
one thing: T’ll be really grown-up, then. 


I'll have done it the hard way. THE END 








You Can Depend On 


_ STRONGER Yet SAFER 


to relieve 


Pre 8 


Won’t Upset The Stomach 
Anacin® not only gives stronger, faster 
relief from pain of headache, neuritis and 
neuralgia—but is also safer. Won’t upset 
the stomach and has no bad effects. You 
see, Anacin is like a doctor’s prescription. 
That is, Anacin contains not just one but 
a combination of medically proven, active 
ingredients. Scientific research has 
proved no single drug can give such 
strong yet such safe relief as Anacin. 
Buy Anacin Tablets today! 


What Do 3 Out of 4 
Doctors Recommend 


to Relieve Pain? 


A survey shows 3 out of 4 doctors recommend the 

famous ingredients of Anacin Tablets to relieve pain 

of headache, neuritis and neuralgia. Here’s why 

Anacin® gives you better total effect in relieving 

pain than aspirin or any buffered aspirin: 

aaa ACTS INSTANTLY: Anacin goes to work instantly. 
Brings fast relief to source of your pain. 

camp MORE EFFECTIVE: Anacin is like a doctor's pre- 


ee That is, Anacin contains not one but 
ion of » lly proven in- 


ie 
so SAFER: Anacin simply can not upset your stomach. 
Re LESSENS TENSION: Anacin also reduces nervous 


tension, leaves you relaxed, feeling fine after pain 
goes. Buy Anacin today. 














DARKENS GREY HAIRS 


Moorish Hair Crayon, darkens 
and hides ugly grey hairs—looks 
natural—gives yourhair younger 
lovely sparkle. Send only 3 
dimes (30¢). A $1 Value—only 
1 to a customer. Special. Give 
shade. Will wash out but does 
not rub off, 

















Lotest 
Hair Style SEND FOR 
Chart included FREE. BEAUTY SECRET 
GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCT INC. | CaTaLOG 
Dept. Y-3 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 








SKINNY = 


Try this new amazing scientific 
home method to ADD SHAPELY ~~ : 
CURVES at ankles, calves, thighs, 
knees, hips! 


Skinny legs rob the rest of your figure 
of attractiveness! Now at last you too 
can try to help yourself improve under- 
developed legs, due to normal causes, 
and fill out any part of your legs you 
wish, or your legs all over as many 
women have by following 
this new scientific method. — 
Well-known authority on 
legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested 
and proven scientific course 
—only 15 minutes a day— | 
in the privacy of your home! | 
Contains step-by-step illus 
trations of the easy SCIEN- 
TIFIC LEG technique with 
simple instructions: gaining 
shapely, stronger legs, im- 
proving skin color and cir- 
culation of legs. 

Send No Money! 

. 

FREE 10-Day Trial! 
For the ‘‘Shapely Legs Home 
Method,”’ just deposit $1.98 
plus postage with postman 
on delivery (in plain wrap- 
per). r send only $1.98 
with order and we pay post- wonders for me. It makes 
age. Satisfaction guaranteed pA Ay pan; ge 
or return course for money as fhe said before.’’—Mrs, 
back, Worth, Texas. 


MODERN METHODS. Dept SL-156 
296 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY 7 


69 





oem, 












AFTER 


nee | LOOK BETTER AND 
N'T GET TIRED AS 
QUICKLY 


**Modern Methods has done 








Unfit Mother 


(Continued from Page 23) 


in the community. I had plenty of time to 
think of that foolishness, they said. But 
when Charles began to pay me a lot of at- 
tention, they were delighted. 

“Fine young man,” beamed Dad. “He’s 
going places. Kind of young man Id like 
to have for a son.” 

\lom didn’t say much. But the look in 
her eyes when she saw the two of us to- 
cether was eloquent. She was always invit- 
ing Charles over to supper and making 
elaborate arrangements to leave the two of 
us alone. 

The ironic part of it was that I wasn’t 
particularly interested in Charles or the 
idea of romance at the time. He was cer- 
tainly attractive and it flattered me that he 
had singled me out in a community which 
wasn’t lacking its pretty women. But I had 
no fancy notions about roping in a Prince 
Charming or dreams about ivy-covered cot- 
tages and a table set for two. Yet, I was 
thrilled whenever I thought about the cos- 
mopolitan city of New York. I had become 
resigned to farm life but with an inner, 
deep resentment at my fate. I'd read and 
heard so much about the sophisticated. 
brilliant life in New York. 

That’s why I had divided emotions when 
Charles astounded me by proposing mar- 
riage. 

“But. ’m not sure—that is, I don’t know 

well. I don’t think ’m in love with you, 
Charles.” I protested with great embarrass- 
ment. We were off to ourselves sitting on 
1 grassy knoll in a woody area where our 
ehureh Sunday School was having its an- 
nual picnic. 

Charles’ adorable brown eyes were fixed 
on me as if he could read my very soul. 

“After all, I’ve only known you for three 
weeks.” IT continued. still fumbling my 
words and wishing I knew exactly what to 
say without hurting his feelings. 

Then Charles began to sell. He began 
to talk in that lovely bass voice of his which 

eemed to have an almost hypnotic power. 
[he best marriages, he told me, were be- 
tween people who weren’t head over heels, 
ciddily in love. He was certain how he 
felt for me. he told me. He’d been struck 
with the feeling from the first time he saw 
me. As for me, he was willing to take his 
chances that I’d learn to love him. He 
hegan to paint lovely word pictures of what 
our life would be like in New York; of 
ill the things he wanted to do for me; of 
how happy he could make me. He was 
earning a very decent salary and had a 
good future lined up. He needed to stop 
playing around and being wild—to settle 
down with a really nice girl like me. 

| couldn’t take my eyes off him as he 
talked—as he continued telling me about 
his unhappy childhood and how he had 
always looked for the kind of girl who he 
thought would be true. My feelings of 


() 


doubt were being slowly replaced with a 
tender tide of emotion. Perhaps I was be- 
ing foolish—throwing away the chance of a 
lifetime and getting ready to turn my back 
not only on happiness for myself but also 
a chance to make someone else happy, 
someone else who was starved for real love. 
It’s funny how often a woman will fall for 
a line because she is convinced that she is 
needed and can be a great help to another. 

Then came the clincher. Charles took 
me slowly and tenderly in his arms and 
kissed me—slowly and tenderly. I don’t 
know what happened to me with that kiss, 
but it seemed my very insides were turning 
over. I felt wonderful and before I knew 
it, there IT was lying in his arms saying: 
“Yes, Charles, Pll marry you.” 

Minutes later. when we raced hand in 
hand back to the place where the family 
was. I wondered if I had made a horrible 
mistake. But when I saw the happy glow 
that came over Mom and the big smile on 
Dad’s face as Charles announced that he 
had jumped the gun by asking me to marry 
him before he’d asked their permission, I 
dismissed all doubts. 

Charles had only one more week in the 
area before he had to move on to other 
territories. All our plans were made. Two 
months later when he came back our way. 
he was going to bring my engagement ring. 
In a year when he’d saved enough money 
and earned a promotion he was working 
for, we’d be married. The envy of the 
other girls in our community made me cer- 
tain I'd done the right thing. I began to 
feel very rich being engaged to someone 
who was so much in demand. 

We made the most of that week—spend- 
ing all possible time together. I'd so con- 
vinced myself that Charles and I were right 
for each other that I had no pangs of con- 
science about what happened several times 
beginning with the night after the picnic. 
Charles drove me back to the picnic 
grounds after dusk. and we lay off among 
a clump of trees looking up at the moon. 
exchanging soft talk and soft kisses. But 
just as I was about to suggest it was time 
to be getting home. he clasped me in his 
arms and took my lips in a slow, hard, 
burning kiss which was utterly unlike those 
I’'d experienced. I found myself breathing 
hard and fast. found an excitement rising 
inside of me which was both frightening 
and exhilarating. Charles was caressing 
me, gently, intimately. | was powerless to 
stop him, and I didn’t mean it when I 
breathed a weak protest. 

“Tt’s all right, baby. We’re engaged,” he 
told me reassuringly. 

And there. under the stars, with the soft 
earth for a bed, he took me as his unwed 
bride—took me and filled me with a 
warmth, a glow, a fire and a tempest which 
changed the whole meaning of my world. 


That night—and every night until he 
left, Charles and I had our rendezvous— 
secret, illicit and wonderful. I was no 
longer harassed by doubts or fears. Whey 
Charles kissed me good bye the day he had 
to leave, my heart was heavy with sorroy 
because he was going. but charged with 
anticipation because he would be coming 
back again soon. 


OR THE FIRST month Charles bom. 

barded me with letters and lovely soy. 
venirs of the various towns he was visiting 
I couldn’t write him. He hadn’t bothere( 
to give me an address because, as he ey. 
plained it. he’d be travelling so much any. 
way. I thought nothing of that. , 

I wasn’t too deeply disturbed when the 
letters stopped altogether. Charles was ter. 
ribly busy. I consoled myself. Of course, 
I missed terribly hearing from him. But 
the time was drawing near when he'd te. 
turn and then we'd truly be engaged. 

The time arrived but Charles didn’t— 
and I still hadn’t heard from him. Mom 
and Dad were wonderful about it. reassur. 
ing me. His plans must have been upset 
they told me. I'd hear from him any day. 
But the weeks lengthened into months and. 
to add to the torture of suspense and worry 
about whether anything had happened to 
my lover. I awoke one night, covered with 
perspiration and horrible certainty. | 
was pregnant. No one had to tell me. | 
knew it. I was stricken with panic and 
horror. Suppose Charles—but no, I dared 
not think that the same thing was happen- 
ing to me which had happened to a few 
other girls in town—-disgrace and shame 
and a fatherless child. 

The next day. a doctor confirmed my 
worst fears. Now. I had to get in touch 
with Charles. I must. I couldn’t let my 
folk know how we had sinned. We'd have 
to get married immediately. Charles would 
have to take me away. 

I went to town that afternoon and looked 
up the New York address of the big com- 
pany Charles worked for. I put through a 
long-distance call. Someone there would 
be able to tell me what town Charles was 
in: how I could write or call him. He'd 
be so happy to hear from me. so penitent 
about not getting in touch with me, s 
proud about the child stirring inside of me 
—even under the circumstances. Every: 
thing was going to be all right, I told my- 
self as I waited for the call to go through. 

I hadn’t expected to be as lucky as I was. 
After a great deal of red tape. giving 
Charles’ name and being connected with 
several different departments. I was im 
formed that Charles was right there at that 
very moment and that I could be connected 
with him. I wanted to cry with relief, espe 
cially when I heard his deep voice. 

“Honey. this is Jean.” I told him. “Why 
didn’t you write? I've been so worried.” 

“Jean, baby.” he cried. There was real 
excitement in his voice. “I’ve missed you 
<o. | wanted to write. Really I did but .. hy 
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“That's not important now, darling,” I 
interrupted. “Charles, I had to call. ’'m— 
well, you've got to come and get me right 
= We've got to get married—right 

maGot to?” Charles echoed slowly. I 
sensed alarm in the way he said it. 

[don’t know how I stumbled through my 
explanation. But I did. 

Charles sounded like a man in a daze. 

“Gosh.” he said finally. “That’s terrible. 
You poor kid. Listen, tell you what you do. 
You say the folk don’t know? Don’t tell 
a soul and I'll be in touch with you in two 
davs to tell you what to do. Don’t worry. 
We'll find a way out of this thing.” 

There was more talk from Charles—all 
reassuring. But, I felt a chill 
icing around my heart. What did he mean, 
“fnd a way out?” And why must he delay 
even a day when a vital thing like this 
was at stake?” 

He finally persuaded me to hang up and 
“not worry.” 

“T'll be in touch with you in a couple of 
days.” he promised again. 

Intuition told me there was plenty to 
worry about. But the only thing I could 
do was to go slowly home to wait and hope. 

I heard from Charles all right. But the 
way I heard from him. I'll never forget. He 
didn’t even have guts enough to get in 
touch with me himself. Or maybe he was 
being cagey. I got a letter from someone 
I'd never heard of. a letter which referred 
to Charles without mentioning his name; 
a letter which suggested in very carefully- 
worded phrases that I use the enclosed 
check for two hundred dollars (which 
wasn’t even signed by Charles) to find a 
way out of my dilemma; a letter which 
insinuated that perhaps my dealings with 
Charles had not been the first such deal- 
ings I’d had and added that, therefore, 
there was no way of knowing whether I 
had any legitimate claim on Charles; a 
letter which let me know in the last crush- 
ing paragraph that Charles was a happily- 
married man with two children and a fine 
home which. as the letter said, “I am sure 
you would not want to jeopardize.” 

It was human that my first reaction was 
the temptation to tear up the check, to go 
hysterically crying into Dad’s arms to tell 
him the whole story, and to plan some way 
to get back at Charles for his dirty double- 
crossing, to give him plenty of trouble and 
let his wife know how he'd taken advantage 
of an innocent girl. But when I’d recovered 
some calm about it all, I realized that I'd 
only be dragging myself through the mud 
along with Charles. I stared at the check— 
two hundred dollars—a cheap price for 
my soiled honor—for the heartbreak of 
giving in to a man and being shamefully 
deceived. 

I guess I sat for hours on the side of my 
bed in my room, trying to figure my way 
out. With every passing moment I knew 
more surely that I couldn’t stay in my home 
town and face the shame which I had 
brought on myself. I made my decision. 


somehow, 
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There was no other way. I would leave 
home. go away to some big city where I 
could lose myself among people who didn’t 
know me, where I could have my baby and 
perhaps repair my broken life. my broken 
heart. I made quick calculations about re- 
I had about five hundred dollars 
in the bank, money Dad had given me to 
save ever since I'd been a small thing. With 
that and the two hundred from Charles. I’d 
be able to make it for a while until I could 
get located and get a job. 


sources. 


T WAS depressing to arrive a stranger in 
a big city and to be admitted to a home 

husbandless mothers-to-be. The one 
bright spot in all that was the beautiful 
baby boy born to me one bright Sunday 
morning. 

Holding the precious warmth of that 
small body in my arms made up for all the 
homesickness and loneliness I'd suffered: 
made up for the worry I’d gone through 
knowing what pain I’d caused Mom and 
Dad by my abrupt. unexplained departure 
and my failure to contact them in all those 
Somehow. it seemed that my 
haby’s very presence in my life gave me 
a new courage, a new resolve. I promised 
myself two things: that I would live so 
moral and decent a life that God would 
forgive me for my sin—and that I would 
give my son Charles everything a child 
could have—in spite of the fact that he was 
starting out with one strike against hin— 
not having a father. I was determined that 
Charles’ father would be punished by never 
seeing him. I was certain that the man who 
had deserted me believed that I would be 
heartless enough to use the money he sent 
me to have an abortion. 

Little Charles was all my life. He was 
a sturdy, lovable baby and although, at 
times, it hurt me to realize how closely he 
resembled the man I wanted to forget, I 
loved him with all my heart. At first, I 
thought I’d have to place him in a home 
or find a place to live where he could be 
eared for while I was at work. The thought 
of leaving him with someone else tore at 
my heart. 

Then I got a marvelous idea. There were 
large letter services in Chicago which gave 
out home work for housewives and school- 
girls, typing envelopes. They paid six dol- 
lars a thousand and had all the work you 
wanted to do. By typing steadily most of 
the day and several hours during the eve- 
ning, I could earn as much money as I 
would have realized in take-home pay if I’d 
taken another job with the expenses of car- 
fare and lunch and the care of Charles. 
Besides, I could be at home with my child. 
[ had no other interest, not even in the 
other people who roomed in the boarding 

ouse where I'd found lodging. I had my 
own small kitchen and could live complete- 
ly to myself. Several times the other ten- 
ints tried to make friends with me, admir- 
ing Charles or inviting me to visit their 
I firmly, politely—and I’m afraid 


tor 


months. 





rooms, 


) 


coldly—turned down their invitations. 

The landlady, Mrs. Coggs. was a friend- 
ly soul who wouldn’t be discouraged in 
spite of my rebuffs. She kept trying to do 
little things for me, commented often that 
it was a shame that an attractive young 
woman like me had to be tied down to a 
typewriter and a baby and had no recrea- 
tion. She wanted me to go to the movies, 
promising that she’d look after Charles. 
She hinted that I ought to get out and 
meet some “nice young men” and get mar- 
ried again. Of course, I’d lied that I was 
widowed. 

But I wasn’t for it. I couldn’t think of 
anyone else taking care of Charles. and as 
for men—I was through with them for life. 

By the time Charles was ten years old 
I’d become a very lonely. bitter. intraverted 
woman, although I didn’t know it and 
wouldn’t have admitted it. Even Charles, 
as much as I loved him, couldn’t fill the 
aching void which I sometimes felt but re- 
solved never to give in to. I didn’t let my 
son associate with the other children who 
lived in the house or played in the neigh- 
borhood. Then and when he got older. I 
had the deeply-ingrained idea that since I 
had given up my life to devote to him. his 
life ought to be completely devoted to me. 
Charles was a sweet and loving son whi. 
despite his youth, worried that I worked so 
hard and so long. He yearned to help me 
and that yearning caused his first childish 
disobedience. 

One day. he came to me begging to be 
allowed to earn money as other youngsters 
were doing by delivering a newspaper 
route. I couldn’t think of my boy doing 
such work. going into all kinds of homes 
and meeting all sorts of temptations, so I 
decisively turned him down. 

A few days later. Charles told me he had 
been asked by his teacher to join a school 

club which met for a couple of hours after 
school. I thought it strange that a club 
should meet daily. but I reluctantly gave 
in. After all. the child had to have some 
kind of relaxation. It was by pure chance 
that I discovered that the school club story 
was a fiction—that Charles was actually 
delivering newspapers—the very thing I 
had forbidden him to do. A neighbor con- 
gratulated me on my boy’s ambition and 
this led me to discovery of his secret. I 
didn’t stop to think that Charles had de- 
ceived me because he wanted so desperate- 
ly to help me. All I realized was that he 
had lied to me. In this, I saw a horrible 
sign that he was growing into the tenden- 
cies of deceit which I associated with his 
father. I confronted him with the demand 
whether he had lied and the boy admitted 
it. 


“You're just like your father.” I 
screamed at him. “A liar. I’m going to 


fix you so you'll never lie to me again. You 
won’t grow up to be like your no-good 
father. You won't.” 

I beat the boy so unmercifully that the 
neighbors began banging on my door plead- 
ing with me to stop. I was like a woman 


possessed. [ told myself. after it was oye, 
that I had done it for the boy’s good. 

It wasn’t the last whipping of that naty, 
that Charles got. It seemed to me that} 
was an incurable little liar. I didn’t realiy) 
then that the injustice of my treatment ; 
him had cut him so deeply that he ha 
adopted a don’t-care attitude; that, out ¢ 
his childish resentment. he had determing 
to play a game with me—to tell as may 
lies as he could and get away with thep 
since I had punished him for a white lie} 
had told with good intentions. 

And worse than the beatings—TI can s 
now—was my constant, nagging refrajy 
that he was just like his no-good father, 

Looking back on it all, I know that | 
was taking out my loneliness and pent.y 
hatred of the boy’s father on him: that] 
was punishing him for my own sins, find 
ing an outlet for my own guilt. 


HEN I MADE my second great mistake 
~ When Charles was fifteen, I was offered 
an opportunity to make more money. But 
the job would mean I must leave home. The 
letter service for which I’d worked for s 
many years had an opening for a woman ty 
act as supervisor of a corps of typists who 
had other day jobs and who worked a 
night at the plant. The salary was good. 
I didn’t stop to think that at the time in 
his life when Charles most needed com. 
panionship. guidance and_ supervision, | 
was deserting him. I left for work almos 
the same time he got home from school. 
And since I still wouldn’t allow him to take 
a part-time job. Charles had time on his 
hands and the opportunity to break free 
from the strict discipline I’'d imposed on 
him which had kept him from finding com- 
panions. He found companions then—the 
kind who led him straight down the path 
to hell. 

Charles was a brilliant boy in school and 
I drove him to spend long hours of study 
so that he could advance even faster. I in- 
structed him to spend several hours study- 
ing and doing homework, get his dinner 
and listen to the radio for a while, then go 
to bed. How I could have been so blind 
as to forbid a growing boy a chance to 
crow, to know other people, to learn how 
to become a part of society, I'll never be 
able to explain. But I was that blind. I 
thought I was providing for Charles’ recrea- 
tion by enrolling him in our church’s Scout 
troop. Every Sunday I made him go to 
church with me. I was proud of my son. 
He was growing taller and more and more 
handsome. Sometimes. it hurt me to see how 
much he looked like his father. It was at 
times like this that the cold fear crept 
over me that he had inherited my faithless 
lover’s weakness of character as well as 
his good looks. 

I thought that by being hard on Charles, 
bringing him up under the most strict 
discipline possible. I could save him from 
being like his dad. What I didn’t know 
was that my constant nagging, my susp 
cious nature and keeping tabs on his every 
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activity Was estranging him from me. I 
didn’t know that I was rebuffing his natural 
hunger for affection and friendship. 

The way I handled my boy didn’t begin 
to bring disaster until he beéame a high 
school student. That’s when he joined the 
Turks Social Club. The way Charles ex- 
plained it to me. the Turks was a group of 
neighborhood youngsters who played hand- 
hall and went to shows together. That part 
of it was true enough. But there was more 
to the Turks than that. The Turks was a 
gang, the kind you see in the juvenile de- 
jinquency thrillers. the kind of gang which 
existed for new thrills. First the thrills 
were confined to boyish mischief. Then 
they expanded to street wars against other 
youngsters in other gangs. After that came 
petty robberies and muggings. And finally, 
the most dread enemy of wholesome Amer- 
ican youngsters—dope. 

I didn’t know what was happening be- 
cause my son didn’t confide in me. He was 
secretive and sneaky because he believed 
[had no sympathy with anything in which 
he was interested. He had plenty of time on 
his hands because I thought he was too 
good to work. 

I began getting reports about Charles 
being seen out late at night. complaints 
about the kind of boys he was being seen 
with. I tried punishing him by cutting out 
his allowance—not letting him go to 
movies. I thought this would bring him up 
short. But what I didn’t know was that 
Charles always had money those days. 
money he didn’t tell me about. money he 
and the gang got in dishonest ways. And 
since IT was away from home nights. I 
couldn’t really check on what he was doing. 

My first warning that something was 
seriously wrong came in the sudden re- 
versal of Charles’ progress in school. He 
began getting abominable grades. When I 
checked up. I found that he had a bad 
truancy record which he’d managed some- 
how to conceal from me. What the teach- 
ers told me about my boy gave me a horri- 
fying, altogether shocking picture of the 
quiet, withdrawn youngster IT knew. 

I beat the boy unmercifully and kept 
after him to do something about his school 
work. If his grades didn’t improve, I threat- 
ened, I was going to have him put in a 
home. I told him I'd die before I'd have 
him turn out like his worthless father. 

Charles had become sulky. sullen, re- 
ceiving his punishments with defiance and 
(I shuddered when I thought about it) an 
air which seemed to hold hatred for me. 
My worst fears were coming true. The boy 
had bad blood. There wasn’t any doubt 
about it. 

One day I came home from work to find 
Charles still in bed. Usually, when I got 
in, he was up and about. preparing to get 
out to school. I shook him. called him and 
couldn’t wake him. I began to fear he was 
ill. Leaning over him. I sniffed, my senses 
reacting to an unpleasant odor. It wasn’t 
the smell of aleohol—but a dry, harsh and 
acrid smell which I'd never experienced 
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before. I knew nothing then about mari- 
juana and didn’t have the faintest suspi- 
cion that my boy was in his first stages as 
a reefer addict. I shook him again, called 
his name frantically and was just about to 
go for help when Charles spoke drowsily. 

“G’way ’n leave me alone.” he told me. 
“I’m sick, sick. sick. You don’t care.” 

[ was really frightened. I felt his face to 
see if there was fever. Maybe he was really 
sick. I was determined to call a doctor if 
he were feeling the same way in a couple 
of hours. 

About noon, Charles 
dressed. His actions and talk were languid, 
almost as if he were in a stupor. 

He had just been feeling ill, he ex- 
plained. He had been working so hard 
recently to try to improve his school work 
to please me. I swallowed that smooth lie 
whole hog. Charles ate a huge lunch. then 
said he was going to afternoon classes. I 
suppose what he really did was to take off 
for the gang’s hangout to get “high” again 


awoke and got 


on reefers. 


CAME HOME several times after that 

to find Charles in the same condition. I 
demanded that he let me take him to the 
doctor. But the boy became very upset at 
this suggestion. When I insisted. he flatly 
refused. It was the first time he had ever 
openly defied me. 

I went for the strap with which Charles 
had become so familiar. He was standing 
in the middle of the floor, waiting for me 
when I returned to his room with it. 

“You’re not gonna whip me _ again,” 
Charles told me. His speech was thick, his 
shoulders were squared and, for the first 
time. I noticed the watery, bleary condi- 
tion. “I’m getting too old for that stuff. 
An’ don’t give me that business about how 
you want me to be decent and not like my 
old man. You never told me about my old 
man—who he is or what. How do I know 
he’s as bad as you say? Anyway, naggin’ 
like you do, maybe you drove him away. I 
don’t blame the poor guy.” 

Then he brushed roughly past me and 
banged out the door. 

I stood in the middle of the floor, the 
strap in my hand. I was too shocked to 
move. So this was the thanks I got for slav- 
and trying to give my boy everything. 


ine 
rhe bitter tears began to come. They were 
only the first of many tears. 

Charles didn’t come home for three days. 
Phat night, I phoned in to work to say I 
vouldn’t be in. I had made up my mind 
to try other methods with my son. Maybe 
! had been too hard on him. I cooked a 
delicious meal—everything he liked. I 
would try to be reasonable with him, to be- 
come his friend. 

rhe tragedy was that I had waited too 
long, started too late. All that night and 
the next day, I went through agonies, wait- 
ig for my son to come home. When he’d 
been gone two days, I went to the police 
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station. But the police could find out 
nothing. I explained to them how Charles 
had been acting. sluggish. stupid. how his 
eyes had looked the morning he defied me. 

The kindly police sergeant shook his 
head. 

“Sounds to me like your boy’s been fool- 
ing with marijuana. ma’am.” he said. 

I recoiled. It was impossible. I told the 
officer. Charles wasn’t really a bad boy— 
not the kind who would have such a habit. 

The sergeant asked me a few more ques- 
tions. It came out that my son belonged 
to the Turks. 

“That cinches it. ma’am.” the officer told 
me. Then he told me the facts of life. Who 
the Turks were and what they did. 

When Charles came home finally. I con- 
fronted him with what I’d learned at the 
station. The boy was nervous. his face 
drawn—but he seemed cold sober. 

“Yes,” he admitted. “I’ve been smoking 
reefers. I just began to be smart and now 
I have to smoke ’em. They make me feel 
good. like I belong to somebody, like P’m 
not lonely.” 

Lonely. The doomed word fell like a 
rock on my fast-beating heart. My son 
lonely! That was the moment when I might 
have been able to save my boy. the time 
when I could have reached out to him with 
love and sympathy. when I could have 
made good my vow to treat him differently. 
Instead. a sense of outrage—perhaps the 
evidence of my own sinful guilt—swept 
over me. 

“Aren’t you ashamed?” T railed at him. 
“To think that I work my fingers to the 
bone to give you everything a boy could 
have and the way you repay me is by be- 
coming a common reefer-head.” 

Charles stood. looking at me steadily 
with a look so intense that it almost hurt 
my eyes. 

“You forgot something. Mother dear,” he 
said in a low voice. 

I'll never forget the cruel hatred in the 
words “mother dear.” But I couldn’t re- 
sist asking what I'd forgotten. 

He turned and walked toward the door, 
opened it and looked back at me. 

“You forgot to tell me how worthless 
I am—like my father.” he spat out at me. 
Then the door slammed and he was gone. 

Life became a twisted, tortured thing 
after that. Charles no longer made a secret 
of his habits, no longer pretended to go to 
school. He lay around the house. left when 
he wanted to, came back when he chose. 
Threats. pleas. promises—nothing moved 
him. His only reaction to my frantic at- 
tempts to bring him back to his natural 
self was to turn his back on me or give 
me that long. steady—almost contemptu- 
ous look. I thought of going to the authori- 
ties, but I was afraid of getting my boy 
in more trouble. 

One day I read in the paper that the 
police had broken up a ring which had 
been supplying narcotics to high school 


kids in the neighborhood. Relief tlooded 
me. Now Charles would have to give up 
his destroying habit. But this was a wil) 
dream. As I learned later, the boys jp 
Charles’ crowd found a new connection, 
They weren't “on” reefers any longer. Now. 
it was cocaine. shots in the arm, a system. 
poisoning drug even more horrible thay 
marijuana. 

My boy really went to pieces now. Hic 
eyes glittered in a face which was thinning 
heart-breakingly fast. He was dull at times 
restless, then animated and exhilarated, 

And he began to steal from me. Money 
which I'd left around the house disap. 
peared. He rifled my pocketbook several 
times. When I made it impossible for him 
to pick up money. he began to take things 
out of the house. to sell them for money 
for his hungry terrible habit. 

He was ugly and threatening when | 
tried to talk to him and sought to help him, 
Then. at times. he lay in his bed. scream. 
ing, raving and talking deliriously. 

“T don’t want to. Mom,” he cried out 
once in his dark dreaming. “I don’t want 
to but I have to.” 

I decided then that I must go to any ex. 
treme to help Charles. I didn’t want him 
put away or locked up. but I had to do 
something. I talked to one of my friends 
at work. She told me about a minister of 
an Episcopal Church. a minister who had 
dedicated his life to helping dope addicts, 
His church had set up a clinic to help 
them. The next day I went to see the minis. 
ter. A tall, purposeful man who had dealt 
with several hundred addicts in the two 
years he’d been at the church. the minister 
listened to my story carefully. He asked 
me many questions. some of which I felt 
had no connection with my son and his be- 
ing helped. 

At the end of my interview. the minister 
stood and shook hands with me. 

“T'll come to see you tomorrow.” he said. 
“T want a chance to talk with your boy 
alone. I want you to find a pretense to go 
out and leave us together.” 

I couldn’t understand why the minister 
couldn’t talk with Charles in front of me. 
But I was willing to agree to anything. 


‘THE PLAN worked out as scheduled. 

When I returned home, after the minis: 
ter came to the house. both he and Charles 
were gone. My boy came in that evening. 
He had nothing to say to me, but went 
straight to bed. I was: anxious to know 
what had happened. I didn’t have long to 
wait. About an hour later. the phone rang. 
It was the minister. He wanted me to come 
to his office the next afternoon. 

It would be hard tor me to describe the 
shock I suffered during my talk with the 
minister that afternoon. He began by tell- 
ing me that if I couldn't take some straight 
talk. I'd better Jeave. 

“Your son is not the criminal in this 
situation,” he told me gravely. “If anyone 
ought to be punished. it is you. Like s 
many other parents. you have driven your 





Ci 


liet tlooded 
to give up 
was a wild 
he boys in 
connection, 
nger, Now. 
> a SVstem. 
‘rible than 
snow, His 
is thinnine 
Il at times 
larated, 

1e. Money 
use disap. 
ok several 
le for him 
ake things 
for money 


¢ when | 
help him, 
1. scream. 
y. 

cried out 
lon’t want 


‘O any ex- 
want him 
iad to do 
'y friends 
inister of 
who had 
> addicts, 

to help 
he minis- 
iad dealt 
the two 
minister 
fe asked 
ch T felt 


d his he- 
minister 
he said. 


our boy 


se to go 





minister 
t of me. 
ing. 


reduled. 
> minis. | 
Charles 
vening. 
it went 
» know 
long to 
e rang. 
o come 





| 
ibe the 
ith the 
by tell- 
traight 


in. this 
inyone 
ike so 


i] your 





poy to the desperation which made him get 
mixed up with a bad crowd and get in- 
yolved with dope. He is a good, loving boy 
—Charles is—to whom you’ve given every- 
thing but the most important things—love 
and understanding.” 

[ began to interrupt in outrage. 

“Do you want to help Charles?” 
minister asked me sharply. 

“Of course I do.” T said. 

“Then stop thinking you are so holy be- 
cause you aren’t.” he declared bluntly. 

I tried to humble myself and listen as 


the 


the minister told me some truths so direct 
that I began to wonder how I could have 
failed to realize them. I had started bring- 
ing up Charles with a chip on my shoulder. 
[had taken out my hatred for my disap- 
pointment in love on an innocent child. 
| had repulsed the boy’s every effort to 
win my confidence and friendship. I had 
selfishly curtailed his life, trying to keep 
him mine and only mine. I had built up in 
him a resentment against me and a stifled 
desire to champion the father he had never 
except in my bitter 
“no good” and “worthless.” 
“You’re a lucky woman,” 
told me. “Lucky because Charles is a good 
boy and he hasn’t gone beyond redemption 
yet. Lucky because he hasn’t been fooling 
with this poison long enough to have the 


known, language as 


the minister 


fever really bad. 

“You’re also lucky,” he continued, 
“because you’re a good 
God-fearing woman 


his 
voice softening, 
woman, an intelligent. 
and perhaps now you'll have the strength 
to give this boy the love and devotion he 
needs; to give him trust and confidence.” 

I walked home from the minister’s office. 
I wanted to think in the clear, cold day 
around me. I knew now what my sin had 
been and how I must earn redemption. 

That was six months ago. The minister 
and Charles became real buddies. A doctor 
at the church clinic gave Charles 
medication which sent him into a with- 
drawal sickness several times. When the 
treatment was over, Charles no longer had 
his craving for dope. But it wasn’t the 
pills that did it. It was the kindness of the 
minister to Charles, a boy who needed a 
instead, had a nagging, 
mother whose mistaken 


some 


father and who. 
holier-than-thou 
sense of mother-love made her blind to the 
meaning of real love. 

That’s why I say that mother-love isn’t 
always what it’s cracked up to be. In the 
last six months, having given up my night 
job and taken a lesser-paying job in the 
day, I’ve found time to get to know my son 
and to let him know that I love him; to tell 
him the truth about his father—the fact 
that he had good as well as bad qualities. 
Charles will never resort to dope again, I 
am certain. He is a healthy, well-adjusted 
boy who now knows the responsibility of 
working after school to help his mother— 
who he adores—the same mother he came 
within inches of hating. THE END 
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Gambler At Love 


(Continued from Page 28 
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i00ky. my two-year-old baby who lived 
h Mother so I could work during the 
day, was still asleep. Mother was impa- 
tient. “What happened, honey?” 

Before I could answer the phone rang. 
Disappointed, Mother hurried out to an- 
swer. Somehow. I knew who it was. “It’s 
jimmy!” Mother hollered from down the 
hall. “Says he wants to talk to you.” 

“You tell that—you tell him I never want 

» see him again,” I replied angrily while 
ursing my husband under my breath. 

Mother, tipped off. kept asking him 
what happened and I gathered she wasn’t 
retting satisfactory answers. So she hung 
ip the phone and hurried back to the bed- 


oom, 

“He said he was sorry,” Mother mum- 
bled as she seated herself on the edge of 
my bed, “but he wouldn’t tell me about 
what. Whatever happened, Sylvia?” 

“You know. Mother. He’s a beast!” I 

iid. gritting my teeth. “He handles me 
like a caveeman. You know what a hellish 
nightmare it’s been ever since our honey- 

ion. It’s been three years spent dream- 

up alibis to keep him away from me.” 

“All men are brutes!” mother exploded. 
Haven't I always told you that? What 
id he do this time?” 

Instead of me answering directly, my 

nd was painfully reviewing our married 
life and I found myself musing aloud: 

lakes me for granted like an old pair of 
hoes. Comes home in the evenings and 
doesn’t have two words to say to me. Al- 
vays working in that shop of his or reading 
papers or getting ready to go out with 

ie boys. Then when night comes he ex- 
cts me to cuddle up in his arms. Keep 
telling him if he can’t love me during the 
lay. he can’t love me at night. I’m no ani- 

"i 

“They're all the Mother said. 
She was speaking from the memory of her 
nhappy life with father. They lived to- 

ther only five years. been divorced the 

t twenty and Mother never wanted to 

rry again. Right now I could hug her 
or sticking by me all those years until I 

irried and for sticking with me now. 
But what did he do to you last night?” 

“He wouldn’t take no for an answer. 
| kept telling him I wasn’t feeling well, but 

wouldn’t listen. So he picked an argu- 

ent and I climbed out of bed and when I 

oked around a clock was flying at me.” 

“What?” Mother clamped both hands 
n her mouth. I could tell by the way she 
reathed that her heart was beating rapid- 


same,” 


“l threw up my hand to keep it from 

tting me in the face.” I continued, “and 
it shattered on my wrist.” 

Mother gasped, then exploded: “Oh my 
God!” 

‘The man could have put my eye out.” 


“But why didn’t you call the police? You 
shouldn’t have run all the way over here 
with your wrist bleeding like that.” 

“T didn’t even know it was bleeding ’til 
I was half way here.” I told her. “I was 
scared. had to get away from there.” 

“You should put him underneath the 
jail. that. that . . .” Mother let herself go 
as a shower of tears drowned out her 
words. All my life it has hurt me to see 
her cry. Life had been so mean to her and 
I had promised myself to make her happy. 
I wasn’t even going to marry. but she in- 
sisted. told me every woman should have 
the experience at least once. Although I 
was weak. I pushed myself up in bed and 
put my arms around her. “We'll be to- 
gether again from now on.” I told her. 
“I’m going to divorce him.” 

“Oh Sylvia. you’ve finally seen the light.” 
she sobbed. “Oh it’s too bad you didn’t 
meet Hamilton first. There’s not a cruel 
bone in his body.” 

Mother was very fond of Hamilton, but 
I knew him only slightly. He had roomed 
with her only a month, yet the one or two 
times I met him I was struck with his gen- 
tle. almost smooth manner. The really im- 
pressive thing about him was that he 
seemed so self-sufficient. not conceited, but 
as if he had come to grips with life and 
won. Outwardly. he was an immaculate, 
almost fastidious dresser. Mother 
pected even that he had quite a bit of 
money, what with the Cadillac convertible 
he drove. I never had a chance to ask him 
what he did for a living and Mother never 
seemed to know. He was a rather secretive 
fellow. perhaps too much so. 

Thoughts of Snooky crowded Hamilton 
out of my mind momentarily. I had her 
and Mother to live for now. I would give 
her all the things I didn’t have. Piano les- 
sons and ballet to teach her poise and col- 
lege to give her a chance to be whatever 
she wanted to be. Yes. some young man 
would be proud to marry her one day. 
Mother and I would see to that. Snooky’s 
crying snapped me out of my reverie. 


sus- 


CONVALESCED at home for a week 

and it was a pleasure not to have to 
traipse off to the office every morning and 
sit behind that darn typewriter. My 
strength had returned slowly yet steadily 
enough for me to walk around. Although 
my wrist was still bandaged. I was as free 
and agile as I had always been. Jimmy 
phoned me every day, sometimes two and 
three times, but I wasn’t interested. I had 
made up my mind to file a divorce suit the 
following week, but I wouldn’t give him 
the satisfaction of knowing in advance what 
was in store for him. 

Meanwhile, I was getting to know Ham- 
ilton through Snooky. Because for the 
short time he tarried around the house 


evenings, he seemed to delight in playing 
with her, toting her on his shoulders. play. 
ing peek-a-boo. screwing up his face to 
make her laugh. Yes, Snooky was much 
closer to him than I. Somehow I wanted to 
know more about him but. as if sensing my 
inquisitiveness, he shrouded himself in ag 
curtain of secrecy. Why did he have to be 
so all-fired tight-lipped about himself? The 
more he concealed himself, the more jp. 
tense became my curiosity. 

Indeed it soon turned to boldness. If he 
won't tell me. I thought. then [ll find out 
for myself. I boldly entered his room one 
afternoon while he was away and Mother 
and Snooky were out shopping. I peeked 
in his closet and was dazzled with the ex. 
pensive array of sport coats and suits and 
slacks and overcoats. I'll bet he could’ye 
dressed for a month straight without chang. 
ing. I eased open one of his dresser draw. 
ers and found it piled high with shirts, | 
opened another drawer. Never knew a man 
wore so much jewelry—gem encrusted cuff 
links. gold-plated tie bars, key chains, di- 
amond rings. There were also several 
decks of cards stacked neatly in one cor- 
ner. I didn’t give them a second thought. 

IT dug into another drawer and struck 
gold. Hamilton had stocks and bonds of all 
description. from General Motors and the 
Pennsylvania Railroad, Anaconda Copper 
and U. S. Steel. Now I don’t know any- 
thing about stocks and bonds. but I guess 
Hamilton must’ve had several thousand 
dollars worth stashed away in his drawer. 
It didn’t make sense. Why weren’t they in 
a safe deposit box somewhere? Why wasa 
man with all that money rooming? Why 
was he working and where? As the ques- 
tions popped up. Mother’s remark that it 
was too bad I hadn’t met him before I mar- 
ried Jimmy ran through my head. I won- 
dered if it really made any difference why 
I was wondering. After all, he was rich, 
wasn’t he? 

I heard someone coming up our front 
stairs. It could’ve been Mother and Snooky 
returning from downtown. but somehow I 
imagined it was Hamilton even though it 
was long before his time. Hurriedly. I 
straightened up his papers. closed the 
drawers and scurried to the living room 
like a criminal rushing from the scene of 
his crime. If it was him. he would catch 
me lounging. innocently looking at tele- 
vision. From the living room I heard the 
hall door click and watched it ease open. 
It was him all right. 

“How’s the patient?” he asked, in his 
cool, casual voice as he stepped in. clos 
ing the door behind him. 

“I'll live,” I answered as matter-of- 
factly as I could. but I sounded artificial 
even to myself. I wanted to ask him why 
he was home so early, but he was already 
in his room just off the hall. I pictured 
him angrily discovering that someone ha 
been rambling in his room. But he sur 
prised me. 

“Where’s Snooky?” he asked. 

“Oh, she’s out with Mother shopping.” 
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“Oh? And you're left in this great, big 
house all by your lonesome, eh?” 

“TV and afternoon visitors are good 
company.” I said. Feeling more relaxed, I 
found myself adjusting my blouse, patting 
my hair in place and waiting for him to 
take up the cue. 

He nibbled at the bait. “Oh. 
There was a foxy over- 


you're ex- 
. $09? 

pecting guests 

tone in his voice. 

“The has 
coyly. 

“Well, then. excuse my manners.” he 
said. coming to the door. He was a tall, 
compactly-built man of about 36. with 
ruggedly-chiseled face. black hair 
and taut skin. His eyes. black and intense, 
pierced like spears. He had a forward- 
thrust chin. Indeed. everything about him 
save the impression of a strong sense of 
direction. “My. my!” he said as if articulat- 
ing a long. low whistle. A veil of cigarette 
smoke floated lazily upward from his lips 


guest arrived,” I answered 


” 


broad. 


as he surveyed me. “It’s times like this 
when I wish I were an artist.” 
“Then you could paint me, bandages 


and all.” 
He laughed at the humorous twist I had 
given to his flirting remark. I. too was en- 
joying the cat and mousing. “Won't you 
have a seat?” 
“Why yes! It’s alway; 
with a charming lady.” 
“I mean over there.” I 


a pleasure to sit 
said. pointing 
across the room. 

“Well. I wasn’t planning te sit on your 
lap. although I wouldn’t mind. But your 
husband wouldn’t like that. How’s he do- 
ing, anyway?” 

What did I care about how Jimmy was 
doing just when everything was working so 
well here. After all. this was the first time 
Hamilton and I had ever been alone to- 
gether and I wanted to make the most of 

Still, I couldn’t tip my hand, couldn’t 
let him read my mind. “I don’t know how 
he’s doing and care less.” I snapped. 

“Ts he really that bad?” 

“You don’t know the half. Did you ever 
see somebody fussin’ an’ fightin’ about the 
least little thing? The house isn’t clean 
enough or I don’t know how to dress or he 
doesn’t like his chops cooked that way or 
my Mother should mind her own business. 
Imagine him insulting me about my own 
mother!” 

“I know what you mean.” 

“But that isn’t all. Money was his pet 
argument. Always money. He expected 
me to keep track of every single penny we 
spent. You think I’m kidding? Every time 
[ bought even a loaf of bread I had to 
mark it down in the budget book. And we 
were only supposed to spend only so much 
amonth for food and so much for cleaning 
bills and so much for hair cuts, and all. 
Called himself ‘economizing’ so we could 
buy a house. Heck, what’s the 
getting a house if you have to be miserable 
before you get it? What’s the use of being 
80 ticky about money? It’s only money.” 

“I know how you feel.” Hamilton 


use of 


said. 


“Money’s made to spend, to enjoy.” 

“So I’m sick of the whole thing now and 
especially after the other night. I’m get- 
ting a divorce.” 


“Oh yeah!” 


“Yep. Plan to see my lawyer next 
week.” 
“It’s all washed up, then, finished. 


through?’ 

“Definitely!” 

“T always say. 
in which the players gamble their emo- 
tions, but the houseman wins in the end.” 

He sounded like someone trying hard to 
say something important, still, I was caught 
up in his spontaneous outburst. “Hmmm. 
first time I ever heard love compared to 
crap shooting.” 

“In fact,” he said. 
everything as if a demon plays dice with 
the universe. ‘i 

“Really?” I exclaimed. mockingly. 

“Really! Why it was pure chance like in 
crap shooting that brought me back here 
today just when everyone except you was 
away. You see. I had a deal working. but 
before I could get it squared away I had 
to have one little piece of paper. As chance 
would have it I left it here. But the very 
piece of paper I was looking for I couldn’t 
find. Se..." 

A sudden upsurge of fear drowned out 
his words. Had he found out? His eyes, 
those piercing Was he suspecting 
that I had tampered with his things? 
Maybe I didn’t put everything back the 
way it was. His eyes bored through me as 
he continued to talk. 

“  . . [tell you, there’s nothing we can 


love is a game of chance 


“crap shooting rules 


eyes. 


do about it.” 

“About what?” 

“About chance.” 

I tried hard to retain my air of sophisti- 
cated nonchalance. “So what?” 

“So if life is one big dice game. why be 
serious and solemn when at the next throw 
you may crap out? Eat. drink and make 
merry for tomorrow you die.” He stood up. 
snapped off the television and swaggered 
toward me, planting himself firmly in front 
of me. 

“How’s the wrist?” 

“Oh, the doctor said he'll 
dages off in another day or so. 

He bent over and kissed my bandage. 
The touch of his hand was like the plung- 
ing needle of a hypodermic syringe. flood- 


take 


” 


the ban- 


ing my arteries with a stimulant so over- 
powering that I seemed to lose all self- 
control. I could almost feel the air rush- 
ing into my lungs. I was caught up in a 
spasm of trembling that must’ve shaken 
loose the knotted ends of every nerve in my 


body. My brain generated nothing sensible 
to say. Finally, I asked stupidly, “Why did 


you do that?” 

“Because I wanted to. I tell you, this 
thing chance is bigger than the both of us. 
Are you angry with me?” 


“No. Surprised I guess.” 
“Then, this is a day of surprises, of 
chance working itself out.” He gently 
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pulled me up from the sofa and like a 
person hypnotized, I yielded. I was moved 
to speak, but the impulse that raced my 
words won in the split second that stil] 
separated our lips. I kissed him quick and 
hard, momentarily embarrassed with the 
consciousness of my own bold strength 
until the crush of his arms made it seem, 
by contrast, such a weak thing that it 
needed no excusing. The weight of his body 
carried me down into the leathery softness 
of the sofa and we clung together for that 
breathless moment before I became aware 
that the sound I heard was not the beating 
of my heart, but someone rapping on the 
front door. I hesitated momentarily. then 
asked, “Who is it?” 

“It’s me, Sylvia! Open the door. I for. 
got my key.” 

“They're back from downtown.” I whis. 
pered to Hamilton. But he was already up 
and gliding toward his room. I took my 
time opening the door. 

“Girl! You know I was all the way 
downtown before I missed my _ key?” 
Mother said excitedly as she burst into the 
hall with Snooky trailing behind her. 

“You're getting old. ole lady.” 

“Don’t know what I would have done if 
you weren't here!” 

“T would’ve let you in.” Hamilton inter- 
jected from his bedroom. 

“That you, Hamilton? I didn’t know 
you were here,” Mother shouted in a 
pleased voice. 

“Just by accident, Mrs. Dorsey. I forgot 
something, too, and had to come back for 
it. As chance would have it, I would've 
been here if Sylvia wasn’t.” 

“Lord sure works in mysterious ways,” 
mother said. 

Hamilton advanced overcoated and hat- 
ted out of his bedroom. “Can I help you 
with your packages? Hi Snooky! How’s 
my little girl today? C’mere and give your 
daddy some sugar. Been a good girl?” 

“Y-e-s,” Snooky said slowly. 

“Here, Mrs. Dorsey, let me help you 
with those.” Hamilton said as he put San- 
dra down. After lugging the packages to 
the kitchen, he bid us all goodbye and 
left. I was already back in the living room, 
remembering how different everything had 
been just a moment before. I peeked out 
the window and watched him race off in 
his sleek convertible in a whirl of spinning 
tires and snow. I imagined myself one day 
becoming the mistress of that Cadillac. 

“He sure is a nice boy, isn’t he?” Mother 
said as she plopped down in a chair. 

“Does seem to be rather nice.” I said 
with no special emphasis so as to conceal 
my true feelings. 

“I'll betcha he could fix up things 
around here for everybody.” 

“Aw. Mama.” 

“Well he can afford it with ali that 
money. Sure is too bad you didn't meet 
him first. Course, it still ain’t too late.” 

“Oh. I don’t know,” I said with a faked 
innocence. 

“If you’re gonna marry again, you might 
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as well marry money, I figure. Make things 
alot easier. Look at me, I married a poor 
man and what did I get out of it? Look at 
Jimmy! If he was any kind of man, you 
wouldn't have to work.” 

“Ugh! Let’s not drag him in. I'm try- 
ing to throw him out of my mind.” 

“Been telling you for the longest you 
oughta quit him.” 

“Yea, but Snooky came in the mean- 
time.” 

“Well you got somebody that'll look out 
for her now, I bet.” 

“| hardly know him, Mother,” I pro- 
tested innocently. 


But THE TRUTH of the matter was 
that I was crazy about Hamilton. Na- 
ture had healed the wound in my wrist, 
but Hamilton doctored my wounded soul. 
More than ever. now, I was determined to 
divorce Jimmy despite my lawyer's talk of 
a reconciliation. After all, there were lots 
of Jimmies in the world, but only one 
Hamilton. For him I would do anything; 
anything. In fact. my desire to please him 
led me to sneak into his room one night 
after mother and Snooky were fast asleep. 

He must’ve known I was coming. be- 
cause he was standing there in the dark- 
ness clad in silk pajamas, smoking a ciga- 
rette. He was warm and inviting, yet there 
was a délicacy about his manner. My flesh. 
already ripened by the narcotic of desire, 
trembled with anticipation. Before I knew 
it he was lifting me off my feet and I was 
clutching the back of his neck with my 
fingernails. He lowered me gently and in 
a few ecstatic moments I was his forever. 

It was not chance working itself out. as 
he had once said. but my own free choice. 
I was gambling. all right enough. but gam- 
bling body and soul for the only man I 
really loved and I. not the houseman. was 
going to win in the end. Then Hamilton 
and I would live happily ever after. 

Yet, even as I dreamed of a blissful fu- 
ture, a demon the cards 
against me. Our affair had blazed on for 
three months when I realized I was preg- 
nant. I still had not secured my divorce 
from Jimmy and that complicated matters. 
I wasn’t worried. though. because I knew 
Hamilton would see me through all the 
way. So I had no misgivings when I told 


was stacking 


him we were expecting one night. 

I couldn’t see his face in the darkness, 
but I could tell by the momentary silence 
that the news had come as a shock. Finally, 
he said. “Now isn’t that just like luck?” 

“We can get married. now,” I answered 
gaily. 

He pulled away from me and it seemed 
as if an icy barrier separated us. “I hate to 
disappoint you Sylvia, but 

“But what?” I asked anxiously. 

“I’m married already.” 

“Married? Married?” 

“I know, I never said anything about it. 
You never asked me. The fact is I’m mar- 
ried and my wife won't give me a divorce. 
That’s the way the ball bounces.” 


I couldn't him. I was feeling 
faint like the time I collapsed after run- 
ning all the way to Mother’s house. And 
the echo chamber there, but the 
screams were muffled sighs swallowed up 
in a black silence. And the streamers of 
light flickered on the horizon then quickly 
faded out. And I was falling, falling like 
in those horrible dreams where people say 
you'll never wake up if you hit the bottom. 
And I could hear Hamilton’s voice, icy and 
abrupt now, grinding on and on. 

“Besides, you wouldn’t want to marry a 
gambler. Up today. down tomorrow. You 
wouldn’t want to marry a man like that. 
Well that’s the kind of guy Iam. Remem- 
ber all those decks of cards you saw the 
day you rambled through my room?” 

So he knew all along, but it didn’t make 
any difference anymore. I was silent. 

“You see. I knew. because you dropped 
one of your handkerchiefs. Well, you make 
your living playing poker and black jack 
with those cards. And those stocks and 
bonds. Remember those stocks and bonds? 
Phonies! Sucker bait!” 

He was being sarcastic. He touched my 
shoulder with his hand, but the gesture 
was itself a falsehood. 

“Don’t touch me!” I screamed. 
you liar!” 

“T never lied to you, woman. Did I ever 
sav I was rich? Did I ever deny gambling? 
Did I ever promise to marry you? Looks 
like you built air castles in your head. It 
was your illusion. not mine.” 

I was furious. The man’s audacity an- 
gered me to the quick. I saw it all now, 
his phony casualness, his phony drooling 
over Snooky. his sickening glibness about 
life being a dice game. It was all carefully 
planned. Sucker bait! I whirled, slapped 
him full in the face. then ran crying out 


answer 


was 


“You 


of his room. 


HE REST is dismal history, a painful 

unwinding of the inevitable. Mother, 
thoroughly disappointed with Hamilton 
and shocked that had harbored a 
gambler. forced him to move. It wasn't 
long before we learned from the news- 
papers that he was arrested for selling 
phony stocks and bonds. So he was a con 


she 


artist in other respects, too. 
Mother kept telling me I 
back to Jimmy, because Snooky needed a 
father. I worked up the nerve to ask him, 
but he wouldn't have me back; said he’d 
never be able to forgive me. He told me I 
wasn’t a fit mother for Snooky and I guess 
he’s right. Because what'll I be able to 
tell my daughter when she grows up? 
What kind of model can I be for Snooky, 
now? My disgrace will haunt her from 
now on no matter how hard I try to conceal 
it. But Pll be able to tell her that there’s 
much more to life than money. I'll tell her 


should go 


there are such things as character, self- 


respect and genuine love. I'll tell her 
money can’t buy these things. I'll tell 
her . . . oh my God, forgive me! 


THE END 
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The Duke Roars Back 


(Continued from Page 35) 


band. In 1940. the year that most critics 
call his best, Ellington and his alter ego, 
Billy Strayhorn, turned out masterpiece 
after masterpiece, Ko-Ko, Concerto For 
Cootie and A-Train. Then the bottom fell 
out. The band—which had played together 
asa unit for more than a decade, reaching 
a peak of perfection never equalled—came 
apart at the seams. 

Critics started preparing Duke’s musical 
obituary. When Cootie Williams left the 
band. Raymond Scott thought the event of 
such importance that he composed a dirge, 
When Cootie Left The Duke. In the 
years that followed, adventure and higher 
pay lured Lawrence Brown, Juan Tizol., 
Ben Webster. Rex Stewart and finally, in 
1951. Johnny Hodges and Sonny Greer. 

“The Duke,” one critic wrote, “is dead.” 

“J don’t want to hear him anymore,” an- 

other said. “I want to remember him as he 
was.” 
But Duke held on, replacing the great 
talents with other men, keeping the band, 
as he said once. because “I like good 
music.” Then, in 1955. with the addition of 
drummer Sam Woodyard and the return of 
Johnny Hodges, the band caught fire again. 
Today, many critics rate the Ellington 
band as the No. 1 in the nation. 

The new Ellington band, like the great 
units of the thirties and forties, bears the 
unmistakable imprint of the master. Duke’s 
alter ego. Billy Strayhorn, reminds us: 
“Ellington plays the piano, but his real 
instrument is his band. Each member of 
the band is to him a distinctive tone color 
and set of emotions, which he mixes with 
others equally distinctive to produce a 
third thing. which I like to call the Elling- 
ton effect.” 

Sidemen come and go, but the “Ellington 
effect”—lush, full-bodied and vibrant—re- 
mains the same. Gone are Bubber Miley 
and Cootie and Webster and Greer and 
Tricky Sam Nanton. Ivie Anderson. the 
great vocalist, is dead. So is Junior Blan- 
ton. the first great bass soloist. 

In their places are Quentin Jackson, wa- 
waing like Nanton; Ray Nance, doing the 
plunger bit a la Miley and lean, intense 
Sam Woodyard. driving the whole band, 
reminding the listener of a young Sonny 
Greer. 

The band teems with 
Hodges, of course, is back, singing out 
over the whole band with a lush, insinuat- 
ing tone that makes specialties like All Of 
Me a personal proposition. And Harry Car- 
ney, the master baritone sax player, grounds 
the whole band with his booting, barrel- 
round tone. 

There are others: the brilliant Jimmy 
Hamilton, one of the most inventive clari- 
hetists in all jazz; chubby Cat Anderson, 
the high-note specialist; Paul Gonsalves, 


great soloists. 


the tenor player; Clark Terry, the clear- 
toned trumpet stylist and Britt Woodman, 
the biting trombone star. 

The band plays with such fire and pre- 
cision that several critics have compared it 
with the great Ellington units of 1940-42. 
The brass dances around intricate figures 
with ear-splitting force. The trombones 
bark and bite. And the reeds sing out with 
soaring beauty. 

A whole raft of new arrangements that 
combine modern elements with the old 
Ellington sound has given the band a new 
lift. Duke and Strayhorn have also re- 
furbished old standards like Creole Love 
Call, adding a dash of modern harmony 
here and a new solo there. Duke. however. 
insists that the main emphasis of the band 
remains unchanged. 

“T’m doing the same thing I’ve done all 
the time.” he says. “I’ve always written 
for the people in the band. So if you get a 
new man it’s bound to pick up a new char- 
acter. But I’m writing from the same per- 
spective that I did 25 years ago.” 

Of the new men. Willie Cook, Sam 
Woodyard and Britt Woodman lean toward 


the modernists. Cook was strongly influ- 
enced by the great bop trumpeter. Fats 


Navarro. and played in Dizzy’s big band. 
Woodyard is a great friend and admirer of 
Max Roach, who helped him get the job 
with Ellington. And Woodman lists J. J. 
Johnson as his favorite trombone player. 
Clark Terry, an original stylist, is in a 
school to himself. 

Perhaps the largest single factor in the 
resurgence of the band is the drive of in- 
dividual members. Newcomers like Sam 
Woodyard bubble over with enthusiasm 
when they discuss the band. “Every night’s 
a big ball,” Woodyard never 
dreamed that I’d be able to sit in with this 
band. Every musician dreams of playing 
with Duke. What can you say when it hap- 
pens to you. Words can’t describe it.” 

Duke resists all efforts to categorize the 
music of his new band. “There are only two 
kinds of music. good and bad.” he says. 
adding: “I don’t go along with people who 
put handles on things. There is nothing 


says. “I 


new in music.” 

A daring innovator, Duke knows whereof 
he speaks. He used. in the thirties, devices 
that startled fans when boppers revived 
them in the fifties. He was the first jazz 
artist to break out of the three-minute 
prison that limits so many arrangers. 

In 1931, he unveiled a ten-minute piece, 
Creole Rhapsody. Four years later. he re- 
corded a twelve-minute work, Reminiscing 
In Tempo. And in 1943, he presented a 
fifty-minute work, Black, Brown And Beige, 
at Carnegie Hall. He was the first arranger 
to successfully fuse jazz and symphonic 
techniques. 
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As a composer, Duke has no peers. Hig 
popular tunes—Solitude, Sophisticated 
Lady and I Got It Bad—are equal to any. 
thing written by an American composer, 

His music has always reflected the strug: | 
gles and hopes of American Negroes. Ty 


i 


the book, Hear Me Talkin’ To Ya, he de” 


4 


scribed the idea that led to Harlem Air 


Shaft. 

“So much goes on in a Harlem air shalt” 
he said. “You get the full essence of Har. 
lem in an air shaft. You hear fights, you 
smell dinner, you hear people making love, 
You hear intimate gossip floating down, 
You hear the radio. An air shaft is one 
great big loudspeaker . . . You hear peo. 
ple praying, fighting, snoring. Jitterbugs 
jumping up and down, always over you, 
never below you . . . I tried to put all that 
in Harlem Air Shaft... .” 


Duke. like his music, is complex. A tall, — 
heavy-set man with big pouches under mis ~ 
chievous eyes, he has the air of a successful ~ 


diplomat. 


He can talk jive talk with the 


best and then deliver a sentence that would — 


do Winston Churchill credit. He likes good ~ 
food. good clothes. good books—in short, | 


4 i 

¢ 

ay 
d 


eood living. And he has devoted a lifetime | 


to studying “the chicks.” 


At an age when most jazz greats have © 
faded away. he is catching his second wind, 7 


Through the tills of Duke Ellington, Inc. 


pass between $500.000 and $700.000 a year. — 


He is still planning and dreaming. To a 
writer who asked him about retirement, he 
replied in mock horror: “No, no. Don’t say 
that. man. Let’s don’t lose our perspective, 
Just say that I’m an up-and-coming young 
bandleader.” 

Of his band, he says proudly: “It is the 


highest-paid in the world.” Pointing to the } 


bandstand. he added: “There are six men’ 


up there who get as much as twenty-two 
men in any other band.” He allowed, how. 
ever. that the pay and effort were worth it. 
“I’m spoiled.” he said. “I like good music.” 


THE END” 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 13) 


ison and the Basie band sat in the lobby ' 
of New York’s Woodside Hotel, waiting 7 
for a bus to take them on a tour of one-= 


nighters. 
like brothers in that band. I was kind of 
the baby of the band and took a lot of th 
ribbing. So this time Lester was joshin 
me about my ‘sweet’ style and he said 
‘We're going to call you Sweetie Pie.’ They 
did too for a few months. Then they short 
ened it to ‘Sweets.’ The nickname has kind © 
of lasted a long time.” 

Edison has his own way of explaining | 
his technique on the trumpet. “With me, ~ 
playing jazz has always been a nateall 
thing,” he confides. “I never took a lesson 
in my life. My mother bought me a horn 
back when I was 12 years old in Colum 
bus, Ohio, and I just picked it up. learning 
a few fundamentals in the high school 
band.” 





As Edison recalls: “We were all” 
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